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NATURE LOST AND FOUND. 



The serpent tempted them, and they did eat : , 

They took the fruit of the forbidden tree ; 
And tasted it, and tasting found it sweet : — 

And all was changed — ^and they did hear and see :- - 
They heard the silence of God's voice proclaim 

Their sentence of irrevocable doom : 
They saw the angel sword of living flame : 

They looked — and dreadful faces thronged thtf 
gloom. 
And through the world they went their weary way : 

The flaming sword was ever in their sight : 
And in the night they would that it were day; 

And prayed for darkness in the noonday light. 
And so they wandered till the touch of death 
Made light the heavy burden of their breath. 

II. 

Not only our first parents once of old 

By disobedience lost what God had given : 

The wrath of the Eternal rolled and rolled 

From age to age like thunder through the heaven. 
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4 NATURE LOST AND FOUND, 

Then for a little while the pulses beat 

With the old thrillings of unconscious joy : 

While blend their beings in confusion sweet 
The thoughtful man — the happy careless boy. 

O one fair fruit that God to man forbad — 

To know his joy while yet his heart is glad ! 

VI. 

Sweet beyond mortal sweetness was that hour — 

If such there ever were — when first I knew 
How pure the fragrance of each April flower, — 

How green the woodland mist — the heaven how 
blue : — 
When first I saw with half bewildered sight 

The solid earth — the world of every day — 
Transfigured by a veil of fairy light 

From childhood's dreams that scarce had passed 
away. 
Oh then the breeze of morning wandered wide, 

Brushing the dewy leaves with airy wing : 
Oh then the love of summer glorified. 

Ere yet it kissed away, the bloom of spring. 
Dawn of my life ! and May time of my year ! 
My heaven is dark — my every leaf is sere. 
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VII. 

I sometimes wonder was it ever mine 

The twilight hour that I have deemed so fair : — 
Peace, doubting heart ! have faith in God's design ;- 

Trust the abysses of thine own despair. 
Were Eden a forgotten dream of night, 

Where were the disenchantment of the mom ? 
Had I no memories of past delight 

Why should I weep to wander forth forlorn ? 
What were the curse without the poisoned sting ? 

The cup of wrath without the bitter lees ? 
Autumnal winds wail of remembered spring ; — 

Sere leaves remind us of the budding trees. 
Yes, for a moment in the light of day 
I saw my bliss and saw it wane away. 

VIII. 

If I had travelled from the land of dreams 

At once into the fulness of the light. 
Nor lingered, dazed by the first golden gleams. 

In the sweet borderland of day and night, — 
Then had my Eden passed away from thought — 

An unremembered dream, a broken bubble, 
A breath of midnight air, a thing of nought, 

Dead as dissevered grass, or withered stubble. 
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But no ; it lived in that mysterious hour, 

And living still defies me to forget, 
And bids me feel the thorn within the flower, 

The torture of my impotent regret : — 

fatal fruit ! thy sweetness was my doom, 
And poisonous djist the fragrance of thy bloom. 

IX. 

And then the twilight ripened into day : 
A fuller light eclipsed the dazzling gold : 

The rosy streaks of sunrise died away. 

And banks of cloud grew upward grey and cold. 

And knowledge killed the joy that it revealed : 
The daybreak lost its lustre in its birth : 

1 was alone and gazed with eyes unsealed 

On the wide lifeless disenchanted earth. 
And yet methought a form of beauty gleamed 

Through the white marsh mists of the river's bed 
And I drew near to clasp it, but it seemed 

To mock my grasp ; I followed and it fled. 
I follow still, till death shall make me blind. 
The phantom light that is so far behind. 

X. 

There came a woman once with lustrous eyes 
And golden hair that wandered to her waist : 
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Was it an angel who had heard my sighs 

And come — God's messenger — in holy haste ? 
For I was weary, and had sat me down, 

Dupe of my dreams, to muse awhile on death : 
I started and looked up ; her eyes were brown : 

She stooped : I felt the fragrance of her breath. 
One warm white arm hung lightly round my neck : 

Over my shoulders fell her floating hair : 
She smiled " O Love ! thou dost not well to wreck 

Life on this rock of too divine despair.'* 
She held a cup and with a siren's laugh 
She raised it to my lips and bade me quaff. 

XI. 

I touched the rim and lingered and she laughed 

" Drink, drink, while yet some respite is allowed." 
But through the clearness of the ruby draught 

I saw the subtle poison's floating cloud. 
Some lift the cup and drink without a care. 

For still the present hides what is to be. 
The moments come, and each in turn is fair : — 

I saw beyond : I could not choose but see. 
In thought I drained the goblet to the lees, 

Down to the bitter after-taste of sin : 
I drank each pleasure till it ceased to please : 

I ate the fruit ; the core was hard within. 



8 NA TURK LOST AND FOUND, 

My foresight fathomed the abyss of lust, 
And dropped at last to death, decay and dust. 

XII. 

And yet I sometimes would that I had drunk — 

Drunk deep and tasted all the sweets of Hell, — 
And boldly plunged into the slough and sunk 

Down to the last defilement when I fell. 
For this at least — the moment's joy is sure, 

The pulse is heightened and the thrill is sweet : 
But dreams of bliss ethereal and pure 

Mock our bewildered gaze, our bleeding feet. 
So subtle nature tempts us to forego 

The apt enjoyment of each offered pleasure. 
For love of light that none may ever know, 

For quest of life's too deeply buried treasure : 
Each unfulfilled, the moments glide away. 
And hope deludes us to our latest day. 

XIII. 

I rose and fled and left the cup untasted. 
Her whisper taunting me where'er I went : 

" Eternity is lost — shall time be wasted ? 

The thought was sin — then earn sin's punishment" 

And still the witchcraft of her eyes pursued me : 
Her golden hair still fluttered in my sight : — 
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And still the music of her laughter wooed me : — 
And still I trembled, for her touch was light. 

I fled to seek a refuge from the storm — 

A buckler proof against each poisoned dart — 

A veil of light to hide the siren's form — 
A countercharm to her insidious art. 

What joy had earth that should requite the cost, 

And make my heart forget what it had lost ? 



XIV. 

The church door opened, and I passed within 

To kneel in prayer before the sacred token : 
The garish light of day came flooding in 

Through mullions bare whose pictured glass was 
broken. 
Dumb was the organ : hushed each quivering chord : 

There reigned a death-like stillness everywhere : 
The very crucifix had lost its Lord : — 

The shrines were empty and the altar bare. 
The Saviour's life-blood stained the floor below : — 

I veiled my face in agony and wept — 
Then started and forgot my tears — for lo! 

A chilling whisper from the altar crept. 
" All outward forms are doomed to droop and die : 
Let others kneel — thy worship were a lie." 
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XV. 

Take me, O world ! and clasp me to thy breast : 
Take me, O glare and turmoil of the day ! 

surging tides of uproar and unrest ! 

O multitudes that throng the crowded way ! 
Beneath the waves of your tumultuous sound 

Bury that speaking stillness of despair : 
Let me forget that I had ever found 

A moment's shelter in that house of prayer. 
Take me O world ! my heart has somewhere seen 

A white-robed phantom in the dead of night : 
It haunts me yet : come busy world between ! 

My blood is chilled and curdled at the sight. 

1 spoke and plunged into the eddying flood, 
And life renewed the current of my blood. 

XVI. 

I dreamed that yet some perfect end should crown 

The toil and anguish of humanity : — 
That yet each weary stream that wanders down 

Should rush into the rolling of the sea. 
I dreamed that hate and misery should cease : 

That each should labour for the common good :- 
And war be hushed in universal peace : — 

And all mankind be one wide brotherhood. 
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I dreamed that yet the golden sun of love 

Should rise and melt the darkness of our night : 

And with sudden glory leap above 

The struggling waves and make the whole world 
bright 

Through clouds of stormy splendour daylight broke : — 

But oh ! the disenchantment when I woke. 

XVII. 

For still the world held on its wonted way \ 

And men still wallowed in the mire of sin : 
Lust ruled their hearts with undivided sway \ 

They toiled — but gold was all they toiled to win. 
Hate rose triumphant : Love was trampled down : 

Rude oaths and railing curses filled the air : 
The cannon thundered, and the helpless town 

Answered with cries of anguish and despair. 
The rich were clothed in insolence and pride : 

Their fellow men were counters in their game : 
The starving poor were huddled by their side 

In dens of filth and misery and shame. 

progress ! empty vaunt — with straining eyes 

1 watched in vain : — ^the sun would never rise. 
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XVIII. 

My heart was sick : the times were out of tune : 

Hope died away : I only prayed to find 
A place of shadow in the glare of noon, — 

.A refuge firom the ravings of the wind. 
I longed for deep inviolable peace 

Such as recluses find in cloistered shade, 
Far from the babel sounds that swell and cease, 

Far from the rays of light that gleam and fade : 
Where there is nothing wished for, nothing lost : — 

Where hope and disappointment are unknown :— 
I prayed — ^but evermore my prayer was crossed 

By warnings whispered in a deeper tone : — 
" Better the whirlwind of chaotic strife — 
Better the firost of death than death in life." 

XIX. 

O love ! warm love of a warm human heart ! 

Key to each riddle !— clue to every maze ! 
In thee beloved one, whosoe'er thou art, 

I solve at last the mystery of my days. 
O love ! without thee life is all accurst : — 

Come sovereign healer of each earthly care ! 
Thou living wave that slakest every thirst ! 

Thou one fulfilment of each inward prayer ! 
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I sigh for peace when winds awake, — ^and lo ! 

Love is a haven of imrippled rest : 
I long to feel the great world's ebb and flow — 



Its tniest pulse is in the loved one's breast 
I ask what end shall bless man's travailing soul, — 
But whai I love I touch the veiy goal 

XX. 

Hide lower slopes ! oh hide the mountain height — 

The broken buttresses of torrent ice — 
The upland fields of ever dazzling white — 

Gully of snow and storm-gashed precipice. 
Hide them from sight and hiding set me free 

From bondage of imperious desire, 
That most enthrals me when from far I see 

The last white crest touched with the sunset fire. 
I am content to rest my gazing eyes 

On your high meadows deep with unmown hay, 
Or where grey rocks through depths of woodland rise. 

And climbing pine trees break the light of day. 
Is aught of earth above you, for you lie 
Against the very azure of the sky? 

XXI. 

So for awhile I dwelt beneath your shade. 
Deep in the shelter of a leafy dell : 
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The streams came down in cataracts, and made 

Eternal verdure where the spray mist fell. 
Mellowed and softened came the fiercest ray 

Through blended boughs of overarching trees : 
The very storm-blast, if it lost its way 

In those dark woods, became a wandering'breeze. 
But once I chanced to rOam in pensive mood 

I knew not whither : — ^and I looked — ^and lo ! 
High o'er the pine-clad hilPs horizon stood 

A dazzling dame of pure untrodden snow. 
Its wintry stillness seemed to murmur " Come 
I wait for thee : " it spoke — ^and it was dumb. 

XXII. 

I look around : the rocks are black and bare : 

The splendour of the snowfields blind my eyes. 
I gaze above through depths of quivering air 

On the blue ocean of the burning skies. 
Each stream of life is frozen at its source : 

If winds are hushed, the slumber is of death : ■•■ 
If winds awake, destruction marks their course. 

And hail and clouds and darkness are their breath. 
What have I gained ? At times a breath of wind 

Wafts me a murmur from the far-off stream : 
It tells of all that I have left behind, 

Of blissful days that vanished like a dream. 
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Ah me ! I loved, till love forsook my breast : 
Love was ray doom — the very love that blessed. 

XXIII. 

So many ways of wandering have I traced, 

So many paths my Bleeding feet have trod 
Through poisonous undergrowth and thorny waste, 

That lies without the garden bowers of God. 
And each in turn has led me to the gate 

WTiere stands the angel with his sword of flame ; 
And evermore inexorable fate 

Bids me retrace the way by which I came. 
Oh lost 1. Oh £den ! is there no return ? 

No hope of final pardon for my soul ? 
And shall the flaming sword for ever burn ? 

And must the voice of thunder ever roll ? 
Must Nature share my doom and roam for aye 
A homeless planet — blind, forlorn, astray ? 

XXIV. 

Wail on bleak wind — ^wail on, and do thy worst : 
Make wintry moan across the barren heath : — 

" No hope for nature past redemption cursed *' — 
Is this the burden of thy bitter breath ? 

Wail on bleak wind : thy dark despairing tone 
Finds in my breast its own sad counterpart : 



i6 NATURE LOST AND FOUND, 

Nature has many voices :*-thme alone 
Wakes a full echo in my listening heart 

For here within is Nature's crown of life, 
Whose every breath is one more travail throe : 

Here is her last intensity of strife — 

Her worst despair — the climax of hei; woe. 

Without she toils on dumb and deaf and blind : 

Within she wakes — wail on thou bitter wind ! 

XXV. 

Oh many-mooded Nature ! there are times 

When skies are blue and balmy zephjnrs blow : 
And 1 have heard of softer, sunnier climes 

Where heaven's own brightness robes the earth 
below. 
But those thy rifts of light and hope and mirth 

Darken the fringes of thy rolling clouds : 
And thy true image is the wintry earth. 

And thy true garments are thy burial shrouds. 
Unending travail towards a far-off goal — 

Toil — imperfection — sorrow — sin — despair — 
These are thy life — and in man's inmost soul — 

What voice is thine when thou awakest there ? — 
Wail on bleak wind — wail on and do thy worst — 
Be mine the echo " Past redemption cursed." 
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xxvi: 



I stood alone upon the white cliff's verge : 

The great blue sea came rolling in below : 
I heard the inurmur of the restless surge : 

I watched the ripples melting into snow. 
A few white cfouds that floated o'er the blue 

Deepened the azure splendour of the sky : 
Through fields of golden com the south wind flew, 

And ripples tracked it as it wandered by. 
I could have thought that Nalttre lay asleep : 

It was the hush of noon when all things rest : 
The measured flow and reflow of the deep 

Were rhythmic pulsings of her mighty breast 
And when the poppies fluttered and I heard 
The rustling wind — it was her breath that stirred. 

XXVII. 

Her breath was mine : I breathed and was content : 

Her life was flowing in a boundless flood : 
No need to ask what Nature's being meant : 

My answer was the pulsing of her blood. 
I only knew that all around me moved 

A vast eternal self-sufficing life : 
The faintest flutter of the poppies proved 

How deep a harmony controlled the strife. 

B 
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Somewhere in woodland depths the cooing dove 
Sent from afar this message to my soul — 

" When life is light and liberty and love, 
Life is itself its own supremest goal" 

The south wind whispered as it fanned my hair — 

" Be strong : trust Nature : wake from thy despair." 

XXVIII. 

Yes, Nature lives, although my life be death : 

I slip and fall — she heeds not — she shall stand : 
Sunshine and joy and beauty are her breath : 

Blessings of peace and plenty fill her hand. 
Yet what avails it that the mighty river 

Sweeps on triumphant — ^wave pursuing wave ? 
How shall it help me that it finds for ever 

In every drop its well-spring and its grave ? 
Nature is everywhere herself the home, 

The happy haven where her toil is crowned : 
But what am I? A wandering bell of foam — 

A bubble in a whirlpool eddying round. 
Roll on blue waves — ^blow, buoyant breezes ! blow : 
Your gladness is the measure of my woe. 

XXIX. 

I heard a voice that was not of the wind — 
A laughing sound that was not of the sea : 
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It came again — I turned and looked behind — 

A little child was standing near to me. 
Her hair was golden as the sun in heaven : — 

Her arms were browner than the sunburnt wheat : 
The ruddy flush that life and health had given, 

Rivalled the scarlet poppies at her feet 
She looked at me from eyes of Heaven's own blue, 

That like the sky glowed with a sunny smile, — 
A smile of joy and innocence that knew 

No tear of misery — no cloud of guile. 
I bade her tell the secret of her bliss. 
She raised her lips and answered — with a kiss. 



XXX. 

But the wind answered as it rustled by, 

And the waves answered from the rocks below : — 
There came this answer from the azure' sky — 

This from the ocean's fringe of melting snow. 
" She is our sister — ^and our hearts are glad, — 

For we are Nature's children, and our breath 
Is Nature's breath — ^whose eyes are only sad 

What time she weaves new life from threads of 
death." 
And so I learned that joy is all around. 

That whoso wills can make that joy his own : 
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I learned of every tint and every sound 

That life and happiness are theirs alone, 
The central currents of whose being glide 
In harmony with Nature's ample tide. 

XXXI. 

In thought I traversed the abysmal past : 

Unnumbered aeons came and rolled away : 
And then I saw no further, for at last 

Out of primeval darkness dawned the day. 
In thought I traversed the wide world of space 

Wherein this earth of boundless sea and land- 
Itself a world in each minutest place — 

Is but a speck — an eddying grain of sand. 
And still I came no nearer to the brink ; — 

The more I strove the tighter grew my bond : 
And still I knew that all that I could think 

Was but the thought of all that lay beyond : 
For our eternities are less to thee 
Than drops, O Nature ! in thy shoreless sea. 

XXXII. 

But is this all of Nature ? for my soul 

Rose up triumphantly — I knew not how — 



And in a moment passed from pole to pole, 
And said ** O Nature ! I am more than thou. 
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Roll on from world to world, from clime to clime : 

My passion's changing moods are mightier far : — 
My thought is deeper than the depths of time : 

My love soars higher than thine utmost star." 
And still I mused, and still the ripples broke. 

And through the cornfields flew the rustling wind — 
Breathing of joy : — ^yet oft as Nature spoke 

Lingered a darker after-tone behind — 
An after-tone of yearning, that confessed 
" My truest life is hidden in thy breast." 

XXXIII. 

And here alone shall her true life be found — 

Here in this world of human hopes and fears : 
Without she moves on one eternal round, 

Tracing one orbit through the circling years. 
But here she yearns for her own inmost light. 

Her heart's ideal self, and still the screen 
Of what she is is hung before her sight. 

And all she sees still points to the unseen. 
And here she reaches onward and atones 

For what she is not by her final aim, — 
True to herself when she herself disowns — 

Because she changes ever, still the same. 
For death alone can triumph over death. 
And restless movement is her being's breath. 
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XXXIV. 

« 

I said " What art thou, Nature ? " and the wind 

And water bore this answer back to me — 
" I am the very light that makes thee blind : 

I am what in thy breast I yearn to be." 
I bade her tell in what a fer-off goal 

The river of her life should find its rest : 
She answered, " Ask the longings of thy soul : 

I have no voice but in thine inmost breast" 
So pulse for pulse her truest life is mine : 

If I am sick at heart, 'tis she who sighs : 
Hers is the travail, hers the thirst divine : 

In me she toils : for her I agonize : — 
Still most myself when Nature most inspires 
My heart with her own infinite desires. 

XXXV. 

But thou, O Nature ! thou art none the less 

Nature, the mighty mother — ^mistress — queen — 
Fountain of life and light and loveliness — 

Author of all that shall be or has been. 
Nor less I love the splendour of the sun — 

The roll of waters — ^the free rush of air : — 
Fair as of old each thread that thou hast spun : — 

The robe Time weaves for thee is not less fair. 
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Nay now they teach me — and I love them more — 
To read thy riddle — ^guess thy hidden plan : 

The wind sweeps on — the waters climb the shore — 
Art thou less mighty in the life of man ? 

And if the sun above me be so bright, 

How pure the radiance of thine inward light ! 

xxxyi. 

Thy cause must conquer : he alone who loves 

To walk with thee shall never go astray : 
Thy cause is mine, for all creation moves 

To lead me nearer to the light of day. 
Then I will follow thee where'er thy hand 

May guide me on, from airy height to height : 
I will not fear to step where thou dost stand. 

Nor dread the darkness that to thee is light. 
All must be well when thou art near my side : 

Even now the first faint glimmer has begun ; — 
Still through the stormy daybreak be my guide, 

Till the last triumph of thy life be won : 
And in the end, O Nature I thou shalt rest. 
And I in thee on God's eternal breast. 



ON THE YORKSHIRE COAST. 

I sat by the scarlet poppies near the sands of the 

sunken shore : 
The hedges rustled above me as the warm wind 

wandered o'er : 
I heard it speak to the cornfields — I heard it speak 

to the sea : — 
Had it no message, I wondered — nothing to whisper 

to me? 

It passed from the brimming river to the waves that 

died at my feet, 
O'er the land of bearded barley, deep meadow and 

yellow wheat : 
Blue was the Northern Ocean, blue was the summer 

sky. 
And all things laughed for gladness as the wind went 

fluttering by. 

I marked by the rushing ripples its path through the 

golden grain : 
Gay wavelets danced before it over the sunlit main : 
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What were the words it whispered as it kissed the 

ocean spray ? 
Tell me, O bending corn-fields, what did the soft 

wind say? 

The wheat and the poppies answered : It whispered 

of sunny mirth, 
Of the wealth of the coming harvest, of the gifts of the 

goodly earth : 
Its breath was the blended odour of fruit, and flower, 

and com, — 
Pure as the noon-day Heaven, fresh as the early 

mom. 

But the great blue sea made answer : It came from 

the laughing land ; — 
It breathed of joy as it hurried over the glistening 

sand: 
But its gladness grew to yearning as it sank on my 

boundless breast, 
And it wandered away for ever and could not find its 

nest. 

It could not find its haven : it drooped and it yearned 

to die: 
The voice of its noon-day laughter was hushed in a 

weary si^ : 
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It sighed, "O joy and sunshine, I fathomed your 

deepest deep, 
And depths were still beneath it " — ^it sighed — and it 

fell asleep. 



TO MY MISTRESS. 

When shall I see thee. Dearest ! as thou art ? 

My light of life ! My guiding star ! My goal ! 
Mistress of all the pulsings of my heart ! 
The yearnings of my soul ! 

Queen of the hopes, the prayers that bum in me ! 
Fair n3nnph of earth ! Pure angel from above ! 
Vision of beauty ! — ^while it dreamed of thee — 
My soul awoke to love. 

When shall I see thee— not as now I watch 
A phantom form that beckons and is gone 
Far down the avenue of years, or catch 
One glimpse that lures me on? 

For still I follow my imperious fate, 

As when of old, heart-whole, and fancy free, 
I vowed for evermore to consecrate 
My spirit's depths to thee. 



28 to MY MISTRESS, ' 

Yet as a bee, that flits from flower to flower, 

To sip from each the honey of its kiss, 
So have I courted for the passing hour 
Some ftmn of transient bliss. 



But light of wing the rover bee has fldim : 

The sweets whereon he feasted fade forgot : 
Fickle or false to these — to thee alone, 
My Queen ! I faltered not 

What if each charm beguiled me in its turn — 
'Twas that each glimpse of glory or of grace 
Whispered of thee, and I aspired to learn 
Of each thy hiding-place. 

For I believed that in each rainbow hue 

I saw the dazzle of thy whiteness shine : 
And all the gleams of beauty that I knew 
Lived in revealing thine. . 

The hedgerow flowers, the poppies in the com 

Were twined about thy tresses — ^such my faith : 
The fragrant freshness of the early mom 
Breathed perfume of thy breath. 
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And every sound that swept my soul along 

In waves of rapture, was a voice from thee — 
The skylark's airy ecstasy of song — 
The thunder of the sea. 



And when — thE storm clouds past — on blade and leaf 

Fresh raindrops sparkled in the sudden glow, 
I guessed that if thy soul could melt in grief. 
Its tears would sparkle so. 

And in the golden mist divinely bright. 

Whose loveliness throbbed through the evening air 
On sea and hill, — I saw the floating light, 
The lit waves of thy hair. 

Or if the purple of the sunset turned 
*^8fiie distant river to a rosy streak, 
Methought thy beauty over-conscious burned 
In blushes on thy cheek. 

But ever, as I sought for thee in these, 

I disenchanted each of its true charm, 
That vanished, as the fairy moonlight flees 
The daybreak in alarm. 
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The flowers drooped dead : the fragrance passed away : 
Sweet sounds were hushed : the raindrops lost their 
light : 
The gold, the piuple of the setting day 
Died into clouds of night. 

And so I lost, because I loved so well 

That love was thirst for a diviner love ; 
For things of earth must ever lose their spell, 
That tell of things above. 

All shapes, all tints that feed our hearts on bliss, 

All moments of delight are thine, and thou 
Hidden in each dost breathe an angePs kiss 
On each unconscious brow. 

But if desire to see thee face to face 

Dawn on our hearts, those passing charms decay, 
And, like a phantom from its lurking place, 
Thy presence fades away. 

For this — to know that thou art hiding there. 

Veiled by thy very splendour from our eyes — 
Turns our delight into an aching prayer, 
Our laughter into sighs. 
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And though the veil be thin as sunlit rain. 

Or bridal gauze that flutters snowy white, 
Yet if we lift it overquick, we gain 
Not thee — but empty night 



And once a bosom trembled against mine, 
And dark eyes hid their beauty in a mist 
Of overbrimming love : I thought that thine 
Shone through them, and I kissed 

With binning lips their brightness till they closed 

Their lustre-fringfed lids, and kissed the brow 
And coUing tresses till the head reposed 
In ecstasy : — 'twas thou ! 

Fond dream — ^but she, forgotten as I dreamed, 

Waned from my arms into the empty air. 
And on the darkness for an instant gleamed 
The ripples of her hair. 

And in their sunlit loveliness I knew 

Thee, the enchantress, fading into gloom — 
Revealed and hidden to bemock the view, — 
My blessing and my doom. 
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For such thy wont : as eax:h new change of form 

Uplifts the transient veil thy features wore, 
Swift, as the lightning streak against the storm, 
Thou art and art no more. 



Ah ! then the nearness of the light that waned 
Deepened the gloom that circled me forlorn, 
And in thy stead a mocking voice remained 
That laughed in bitter scorn : 

" Oh fool ! to deem that beauty the disguise 

Of visionary charms that slept in her, — 
Could not the dreamy splendours of her eyes 
Content thee as they were ? 

Not as the shadows of a hidden fire. 

But in themselves as stars of love and light : — 
So had they deepened to thy souFs desire 
And been for ever bright. 

Dupe of thine aspirations ! did it seem 

So slight a thing that throbbing human breast, 
That thou couldst lose it for this airy dream. 
This endless empty quest? " 
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Not thine the voice that mocked me while I sighed, 

And not in vain through all the rolling years 
Do I pursue thee, though the world deride 
My yearnings and my tears. 



For light is breaking, light whose first dawn shews 

Only the dappled cloudlets grey and cold, — 
But even now about the Orient grows 
A warmth, a tinge of gold. 

And is it that thy beauty flits before, 

Eastward and eastward to the springs of day. 
And so for me who follow, more and more 
The night mists melt away ? 

Or — for at times the lightning of this thought 

Fishes upon my vision — can it be 
That all this seeking is the treasure sought, — 
And thou this love of thee ? 



This parching thirst itself the hanging fruit— 
This cruel strife the prize for which I bled- 
The fever of this infinite pursuit 

The phantom form that fled ? 



34 TO MY MISTRESS. 

And is the sea, to which all rivers roll, 

The fountain head wherein their waves begin ? 
Thyself the hidden firesprings of the soul — 
The light that bums within ? 

Then all this dawn of day is thy creation ; 

My yearning is the thrill of thy embrace ; 
And in the dream, the hope, the aspiration 
I see thee face to face. 



WHENCE AND WHITHER. 

O Father to what end 
Do all these moments tend — 
These drops of time that come and glide away ? 
To what fisur-distant goal 
Do these wide waters roll, 
Whose ripples break the sunshine in its play ? 
What ocean's infinite embrace 
Shall be to each vexed eddy a last resting place? 

Or is it all in vain 
That dew and mist and rain 
Shed tears of blessing on the earth below ? 
And is each strong desire 
Bom only to expire — 
A mountain brook lost in the river's flow, 
That wanders down without an aim. 
Content to reach at last the nothing whence it came? 

Forgive the uttered thought : — 
This present world is nought — 
This gleaming reach that sweeps firom bend to 
bend : — 
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The lispings of the stream 
Are murmurs in a dream : — 
Flashes of ghostly white the brooks descend : — 
If without end or aim for aye 
The phantom river glides along its weary way. 

Life is not thus accurst : 
The end is last and first, 
More true, more certain than each fleeting drop: — 
The end controls the course. 
Itself the truest source. 
Womb of the mists that haunt the mountain top : — 
Trace to its birth the moorland bum — 
Twas Ocean gave the clouds that feed its fountain urn. 

Once — I remember well — 
What time the last leaves fell. 
Fell eddying down on the broad river's breast — 
Above, the Heaven's height 
Was leaden-hued and white — 
Frosty and red the sunset in the west — 
The earth lay cold and dead below, 
Wrapped in a winding sheet of thin November snow. — 

Was it the wintry blast 
That whispered as it passed 
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" The flowers of spring — the leaves of summer die: 
Bleak northern winds assail 
Thy warm and sheltered vale : 
Rise up : forget the stream that ripples by : 
Far, far away they speak to thee — 
The mountain solitudes, the wastes of rolling sea/' 

" O stem imperious fate *' 
I answered — " let me wait 
A few bright seasons in these happy fields : 
I fear the frozen steep, 
I tremble at the deep — 
Sweet, sweet the flowers the river meadow yields : — 
Spare me awhile to see once more 
The brushwood lost to view — the elm roof darkened 
o'er." 



Such was my prayer — ^but thou 
" Rise up, if ever, now 
While yet the boughs are bare, the birds are dumb : 
Thy true life is not here 
Where greenest leaves grow sere — 
Rise — ^if thou tarry till the spring-time come. 
The clinging flowers will bid thee stay, 
The songs of happy birds detain thee on thy way." 



38 WHENCE AND WHITHER. 

And did I rise and go ? 
I know not — who may know 
The deep mysterious secrets of his soul ? 
We dream not what we are — 
What life we live afar — 
Beyond our thought, beyond the clouds that roll : — 
We search our hearts and grope and guess, 
And catch a glimpse — a flash — that blinds with burn- 
ing stress. 

Yet waking or in dreams 
My heart has traced the streams 
That feed the river to their icy source, 
Has somewhere stood alone, 
And heard the ocean moan. 
And seen the river end its weary course : — 
And sometimes through its valley sweep 
The mountain's icy blast — the breezes from the deep. 

Its wave awakes to light, 
Beyond the utmost sight. 
In mountain wastes of pure eternal snow. 
That buttress wintry peaks. 
Whose stillness only speaks 
Now and again to us who dwell below, 

When through the slumber of our souls 
The midnight avalanche with voice of thunder rolls. 
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Then for a moment's space, 
With pale uplifted face, 
We listen and we wonder and are still : 
But soon each wonted strain 
Of life awakes again — 
The runnels babble down the wooded hill. 
And breezes rustling through the trees 
Hide from our hearts the voice of vaster harmonies. 

And widening as it goes 
The river flows and flows, 
Till wood and steep grow dim on either side : 
And waves begin to roll, 
And grandly — soul to soul — 
It meets the rushing of the ocean tide, 
And faints for joy, and falls asleep 
On the broad heaving breast of the unmeasured deep. 

But sometimes, fresh and free, . 
The salt wind from the sea 
Breathes through the dingles of our woodland home : 
We drink the fragrance in. 
And drinking seem to win 
A momenf s glimpse of headlands white with foam : 
But violets tempt our feet apart. 
And straight the message fades forgotten from the heart. 
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And there are some who say 
" Fool, be content to stray 
Here in this Eden with its blissful bowers : 
Make good each moment's flight 
With its own brief delight : 
Gather the sweets of sunshine and of flowers : 
Nor lose familiar paths of men 
For cold and shadowy lands beyond thy fancy's ken. 

Here in sweet interchange 
The rolling seasons range : — 
If birds are dumb, we prize their songs the more : 
Light deepens out of shade, 
And summer's green leaves fade 
To dawn again more sweetly than before : 
These are thine heritage, but there 
Is vast monotony or desolate despair." 

I know not — ^but I know 
That I must some day go 
Alone into the mountains' midnight sleep : 
And I must some day stand 
Alone upon the strand, 
And hear the surging thunder of the deep : 
And wood and flower and purling stream 
Must fade away from thought like a forgotten dream. 



WHENCE AND WHITHER, 41 

How shall I bear my part — 
How and with what a heart — 
In that new world whose threshold is in this ? 
If I have framed my mind 
To what I leave behind, 
How shall I quit this portal of my bliss, 
And see the soaring pillars bear 
The vaulted roof aloft into the twilight air? 

If never from below 
I watched the cold, cold snow 
High in the starlit slumber of the night : — 
If never rose for me 
Over the rolling sea 
The sudden splendour of the dawning light — 
If moanings from the ocean foam 
Bore me no message from a far mysterious home : — 

Shall I not move alone 
Through regions not my own, 
Forlorn and friendless in an alien land ? — 
Ah ! well, but who shall say ? 
And that is far away, 
And the soft summer twilight is at hand : — 
And oh ! how sweet the wakening breeze. 
Whose kisses cool my brow and stir the sheltering trees. 



ON SNOWDON. 

But mists grew round us even as we spake — 
Impenetrable mists of ghostly white, 
That hid the darkness and the stars of night, 

And hid the slumber of the glimmering lake, 

And the dark cliffs that circle it and break 

The might of storm and sun — and hid the snow, 
And frozen steps imprinted deep to show 

The perilous pathway that our feet must take. 

So wrapped in mist we climbed forlorn of hope. 
Forgetful of the prize that our desire 

Had painted in its dreams — ^night's veil with- 
drawn, 

And, from the summit of the weary slope. 
Sea, hill and plain — a, waking world afire 
With the first rosy shimmer of the dawn. 

Then came the rushing of a sudden blast — 
A bitter nightwind, from whose icy breath 
Even the mists, chilly and damp as death. 

Shivered and shrank affrighted — fierce and fast 
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Into the void of air their billows passed, 
Rolled by the fury of the whirling wind — 
And for a moment all the heights behind 

Stood forth supremely— manifest at last — 

The kingly mountain in its robe of white 
Wildly awoken from its misty swoon — 
The pillars that uplift its dome on high — 

Its lonely precipices black as night 
Against the crescent of the risen moon, 

And stars and darkness of the unclouded sky. 

And then the mists grew round us, as before, 
And knee-deep in the snow we struggled on 
With blinded eyes : but ever and anon 
For one such mighty moment and no more 
Came such a shiver of the wind and tore 
Aside the veil that hid the mountain's face. 
And shewed the white mists wreathing round the 
base 
Of its dark dripping buttresses, and bore 
Their boiling waves with stormy speed along : — 
O lost and found ! O mountain, lake and sky ! 
O sudden revelation ! swift eclipse ! 
Marvellous moments, that my accents wrong. 
Forgive ! My passionate recollections die 
Even on the threshold of my faltering lips. 



44 ON SNOWDON. 

There passed a time and we had won the height : 
Bitter and bleak the breath of twilight blew,' 
Visible in the mist, that ever grew 

More wan and cold : the darkness of the night 

Slowly became a pale and lifeless light. 

That touched with frosty red each orient cloud : — 
And ever as the circling mists allowed, 

A wilderness of mountains filled the sight — 

Black island masses, round whose shores were tost 
Billows of vapour — surgings of a sea : — 
While to the west, in one vast crescent sweep, 

Ran fifty leagues of dimly outlined coast. 

Whose rocky headlands murmured voicelessly 
The white lipped moanings of the eternal deep. 



VOICES OF AUTUMN. 

Wild in your wonderful wailing — 

Winds of despair ! 
Winds of the waste and the darkness ! 

Fiends of the air 1 
Come from your haunts — from the moorlands 

Lonely and bare. 

Deathlike and weird was the slumber 

Till you wandered by — 
First a faint breath, then a shiver — 

A mutter — a sigh — 
A moan — a wail lost in the midnight — 

An agonized cry. 

Children of dark desolation ! 

I am alone : 
All the great storm of your being 

Breathes through my own — 
Earth-shaking hurricane thunder — 

Faint far off moan. 
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Eddy on eddy of madness ! 

Frenzied and fast — 
How the grim ghosts of the forest 

Shook as each past — 
Shook till their leaves dead and dpng 

Went with the blast 

Borne on its bosom, my fancy 

Follows its flight — 
Out of the forest abysses — 

On through the night — 
On to the shore where the reef rocks 

Are streaming and white. 

Follows it driving the ridges 
Of darkness and doom — 

Sees the white foam of their surges 
Flash through the gloom — 

Hears how the shriek of the hell-wind 
Pierces their boom. 

Now the wind droops : it is weary — 

Worn with its play — 
Weary of whirling the dead leaves — 

Flinging the spray : 
Only a wail, faint and failing, 

Dies far away. 
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Hark ! that far infinite moaning 

Rises again — 
Rises and rushes and rages 

In volleys of rain, — 
Hark ! what a triumph of anguish, 

Rapture of pain. 

Yes — 'twas our hearts that were speaking 

To forest and shore — 
Driving with eddies of laughter 

Storm clouds before — 
Strong in the pride of the hidden 

Scars that they bore. 

Finding theu: fierce inspiration 

Deep in their throes — 
Still through their torrents of thunder 

Moaning their woes — 
Moaning the wound of whose bleeding 

None ever knows. 

What if my soul has its passions 

Wayward and wild. 
Chide not their whirlwinds O mother, 

Mighty as mild ; 
Thine is the midnight autumnal : 

I am thy child. 



TO SLIEVE CROGHAUN. 

High headland mountain, that with double face 
Dost ever sentinel the western land — 
For us thou risest from a sheltered strand, 

For us thy slopes of heathery rock embrace 

A happy haven, an unrippled place 

Of windless water and smooth, silver sand ; 
But where we cannot see thee, thou dost stand 

Fronting the deep, and round thy rocky base 

The restless surge of the Atlantic raves 

With sullen murmur : so thou standest there, — 

Though never eye behold those ocean waves — 
Lonely and strong and steadfast as despair. 

Thyself the screen that hides thy stormy breast 

And thy true life of passion and unrest. 



SONNETS OF THE ATLANTIC. 

THE WRECK OF THE INTRINSIC. 

All day we listened to a rising gale, 

That drove the Atlantic billows more and more 

Against the bulwarks of the stormy shore : 
All day — but with the darkness came a sail — 
Came angrier blasts of howling wind and hail : 

And for a moment through the thunder roar 

Of shivered waves the sweeping tempest bore, 
With flakes of flying foam, one helpless wail. 
Onward she comes to where the breakers boom. 

On through the murky horror of the night — 
On till one mountain mass of rolling doom. 

One rushing ridge of Ocean glimmering white 
Deep in a cliff-girt bay of midnight gloom 

Veils her in death for ever from our sight. 

MEMORIES. 

O land of solitude can I forget 

How I have watched a sudden sheet of spray 
Leap up triumphant on a stormy day 

Above the cliffs, when wintry waves beset 

D 
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A headland of despair — how I have met 

Far inland — ^wanderers from their native home- 
The flying feathers of your ocean foam. 

And felt the rushing west wind, salt and wet 

With driven mist : — but I remember most 
How all one night, O melancholy land. 
By lone Liscannor bay I could not sleep 
For listening to the voices of the deep — 

The tramplings of a never ending host 
Along the desolation of the sand. 

"storming the shore." 

No belt of shingle or of level sand 
Sunders the lines of the besieging host 
From the black bulwarks of the iron coast, — 

The fortress walls of that beleagured land : 

Deep, deep at every tide the waters stand 
Beneath the ramparts, and in dense array 
Wave after wave breaks into seething spray 

Against the stem resistance of the strand. 

Yet inch by inch the stubborn barrier yields : 
Bear witness broken bays, and sullen roar 

Of cavemed waters, and ye pastured fields 
Of islets fronting the dissevered shore, — 

For all unwearied the Atlantic wields 
The thunders of her onsets evermore. 
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EVENING. 

When evening came, I wandered on thy breast 
In fragile coracle — now sunk between 
Two overarching waves of glassy green, 

Like sea bird floating in its stormy nest — 

Now borne aloft upon a rolling crest 

I saw the shore's surf-beaten crescent sweep, 
And mid-sea purple of the rushing deep, 

That darkened towards the splendour of the west. 

Or I would guide my skiff amid the wrack 
Of shattered waves that overwhelm and hide 

Duggema's sunken rocks, then falling back 
Exhausted sink away on every side 

In cataracts of foam — while bare and black 

The dripping reefs rise through the surging tide. 

NIGHT. 

Night comes and stars their wonted vigils keep 

In soft unfathomable depths of sky : 

In mystic veil of shadowy darkness lie 
The infinite expanses of the deep, — 
Save where the silvery paths of moonlight sleep. 

And rise and sink for ever dreamily 

With the majestic heaving of the sea. 
Night comes, and tenfold gloom where dark and steep 
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Into black waters of a land-locked bay 
The cliflfs descend : there never tempest raves 
To break the awful slumber : far below 
Glimmer the foamy fringes white as snow ; 
And sounds of strangled thunder rise alway, 
And midnight moanings of imprisoned waves. 

FROM SHANNON TO SEA. 

The Shannon bore me to thy bosom wide : 
I wandered with it on its winding way 
By fields of yellow corn and new mown hay, 

And far blue hills that rose on either side, 

And low dark woods that fringed the ebbing tide : 
And ever as its waters neared the west, 
Out of the slumber of its broadening breast 

Faint momentary ripples rose and died ; — 

And rose again before the breeze and grew 
To wavelets dancing in the noonday light. 

And these were changed to waves of ocean blue, 
And creek and headland faded from the sight, 

And oh ! at last — ^at last I floated free 

On the long rollers of the open sea. 

ETERNAL VIGIL. 

Oh ! once again upon thy heaving breast 
I floated, like a seabird when it braves 
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The shoreward onset of thy flowing waves, 
And leaps triumphant on each rushing crest : 
Round me in dark magnificent unrest 

The billows of the wild Atlantic rolled 

Far, far away, into the gates of gold. 
The sunlit portals of the stormy west : 
O never wearied 1 In the hush of noon 

Thy billows break the paths of golden sleep : 
They break the dreamlike lustre of the moon : 

Earth knows the hours of darkness : thou dost keep 
Eternal vigil : still thy surges white 
Flash through the deepest gloom of starless night. 

"oh spare me a little.'' 

Oh ! stay thy rollers for a moment's space — 

I cannot live thy vast unquiet life : — 

I cannot measure the exultant strife 
Of waves that storm yon headland's dripping face : 
My heart will break for yearning — ^give it grace 

To beat awhile more calmly — to renew 

The lowlier life it led before it knew 
The deep thrill of thine infinite embrace. 
For 'tis my curse — that never tempest raves, 

But in my breast it finds its counterpart : — 
The echoed thunder of thy cavemed waves 

Rolls through the deep recesses of my heart : — 
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And tides of tyrant passion throb in me 
To match thy pulsings, O imperial sea ! 

FROM THE LOOK-OUT CLIFF. 

I gained the topmost height and looked below — 
Listened and looked again : the billows spoke 
With wonted voice of thunder as they broke, 

Wave after wave with emerald light aglow. 

And changed their crystal clearness for the snow 
Of seething foam : deep in their depths were seen 
Huge rocky fragments, giant, gems of green : 

And then I raised my eyes and looked, and lo ! 

From dim, dark southern headlands far away 
To northern peaks of Achil's utmost isle, 
And ever westward till the noonday smile 

Veiled its horizon, the Atlantic lay — 

One infinite expanse of deepest blue 

That shamed the cloudless Heaven's fainter hue. 

LIGHT AND SHADE. 

Too deeply blue ! Too beautiful ! Too bright ! 
Oh ! that the shadow of a cloud might rest 
Somewhere upon the splendour of thy breast 
In momentary gloom : the molten light 
That hides thy far horizon pains my sight : 
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Too crystal clear thy waves that heave below 

O'er green rocks fathoms deep : the fringing snow 
That girds thy headland cliffs is all too white. 
So as I mused, a sudden turn revealed 

The dungeon gloom of a cliff-circled bay, 
Where the sad sea, whose wounds are never healed. 

Makes moan of ruffled thunder night and day, — 
And awful shadows sleep, and all things seem 
Dark and mysterious as an evil dream. 



ON THE MOORS. 

The clouds were light and fleecy : the sky was bright 

and blue : 
And over the purple heather the wild wind laughed 

and flew : 
And over the rushy grasses, and over the withered 

fern, 
And down to the wooded dingle that \^inds with the 

winding bum. 



It laughed through the leaves of autumn, russet and 

gold and brown : 
And the boughs were bent and shaken, and the dead 

leaves fluttered down. 
The foam of the leaping brooklet was whirled in a 

mist away : 
The tarn on the lonely moorlands ^'as blue as a 

summer's day. 
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Unseen was the sheltered valley where the busy river 

flows : 
Line beyond line of purple dim into distance rose : 
But never a sound was wafted, and never a wreath of 

smoke, 
And only the shivering rushes, and only the wild winds 

spoke. 



Alone on the lonely heather — far, far from the life of 

men, 
I lived — I had long been dreaming — alone — but I 

lived again : 
Pure as a child I wandered— free as a careless boy, 
And the wind breathed through my spirit, and life 

was a throb of joy. 



I lived in the moors around me : I lived in the bright 

blue sky : 
I lived in the rushing freedom of the wind that swept 

me by: 
And oh ! when the grasses shivered, I lived in the 

loving kiss. 
In the touch divine of sadness, the bloom" of the 

flower of bliss. 
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Dark clouds came over the heaven : grey mists crept 

over the moors : 
For the face of Nature changes, but the life of the 

soul endures ; 
And wind, and heather, and sunlight, that sleep in 

their wintry grave. 
Are part of the soul they quickened, and live in the 

life they gave. 



A SUNSET. 

Sink down, oh sun ! in throbbing mists of gold — 
Bid earth melt into Heaven beneath thy rays — 
Veil the far mountains with thy violet haze, 

And in the mantle of thy glory fold 

Me, too, for I am cast in Nature's mould 
Even as these : thy floods of living light, 
Thy purple waves mysteriously bright 

Beat through my breast in ecstasy untold : 

Aye and in me thy showers of stormlight flow 
From clouds of flame : mine, too, the after doom 

Of more than mortal beauty — mine the woe 
That wakes to being in the very womb 

Of kindled rapture : mine the dying glow. 
The dusk of twilight and the gathering gloom. 



GLENGARRIFF. 

There was a stillness all the summer night : 
The landlocked inlet dark as dreaming death 
Lay like a lake, nor felt the faintest breath, — 

But all night long with flashing waters white 

A torrent thundered from its rocky height, 
And sent its waves into the peaceful bay, 
And broke its slumber for a little way. 

And then grew dumb and passed away from sight. 

T3rpe of a waywaid and impetuous life ! 
The stillness had not spoken but for thee : 

Peace proved its presence by thy voice of strife : — 
Was it for this thy waters sought the sea — 

,To witness to its slumber calm and deep, 

And hush their wrath in its unfathomed sleep ? 



AnA0EIA. 

passionately passionless — 

O strong to play thy lonely part — 
Speak for a moment and confess 

The secret of thine inmost heart : 
What passion taught thee to control 
The surging passions of thy soul ? 

Thine eyes are never bright with hope, 
Nor clouded with a gathering tear : 

Thou art not blind where others grope : 
Thy face is pale, but not with fear : 

And thou hast trampled down desire. 

And quenched love's own triumphant fire. 

And when the great stream surges by, 
The wild chaotic waves of life. 

Whose myriad passions meet and die 
In eddies of unceasing strife — 

1 see thee gaze, with not a trace 
Of feeling on thine alien face. 
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Thou hast no tear for those who weep, 
No smile for joy, no sigh for pain : 

Whatever the scene, thy features keep 
Their look of calm and cold disdain, 

Unmoved, save when thy lips appear 

Curled in a momentary sneer. 

A passing sneer — and yet it tells 
That Nature holds her wonted sway, 

And dooms the spirit that rebels 
Through his rebellion to obey, 

Keeping, whatever the course he take. 

The very laws that he would break. 

The springs of feeling still would flow. 
Though every outlet were denied : 

The baffled currents, swift or slow, 

Would cleave a way with mingled tide. 

And move with concentrated force 

In one deep channelled water course. 

Or, as the flooding sea drives back 
Each eager stream that eddies down 

From distant hills, where clouds are black, 
With torrent waters swift and brown, — 

And drowns the murmurs of their wrath, 

And buries deep their foam and froth. 
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So surely if each stream is dumb, 
Each wave that ever pulsed in thee, 

Some stiller, mightier tide has come 
From depths of some mysterious sea — 

The passion of thy lonely mood — 

Thy self-concentred solitude. 

Or on a wan autumnal day, 

A weird and melancholy land 
Stretches its weary leagues away — 

Meadow or cornfield, heath or sand : 
Whose far blue undulations lie 
Against a grey doud-dappled sky. 

The threatening rain forbears to fall : 

Cold mists forbid the faintest ray : 
Nor rushing wind, nor rising squall 

Troubles the slumber of the day : 
And nature holds her every force 
Chained and arrested in its course. 

Yet in that swoon, that dead repose. 

That universal hush of strife. 
There dwells, too deep for passion's throes, 

A still intensity of life. 
And never flood of light or sound 
Stirs depths of feeling so profound. 
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So unbetrayed by tear or sigh 

Thy over-mastering passion sleeps, 

Whose very stillness is the cry 

Sent up from its unfathomed deeps — 

Whose storm has left its truest trace 

In the chill slumber of thy face. 

Long since the world disowned thy creed, 
And drove thee forth in bitter scorn. 

And scattered to the winds thy seed. 

And cursed the fruit that thou hadst borne 

Long since — and I, who learn of time. 

Shall I not curse thee in my rhyme ? 

I know not : in a distant age 

The Lord of thought's divining rod — 

The prince of reason — the world-sage 
Dared over bold to dream of God 

As alien, passionless, alone. 

Blind to all being but his own. 

But that is past and buried now : 
We worship Christ who died for men — 

The man-God with the bleeding brow. 
Whose secret none had whispered then : 

Our aims are moulded to his will, 

Yet half his message slumbers stilL 



APATHEIA. 65 



The jarring creeds forget their strife, 
And with harmonious accents cry 

" Flee from the self-concentred life ; 
To seek thy welfare is to die ; 

But follow outward ends and give 

Thy life to men if thou would'st live." 

I listen, with a heart the while 
Too quick to stir to every breath — 

To win a gleam from every smile — 
A chill from every shade of death : 

A thousand mingled voices say, 

* Here and here only lies the way.' 

I listen, and I turn aside 

And gaze upon thy face of stone, 
And read the passion of its pride, 

Until its sneer is half my own, 
And I am strong to seek again 
The turmoil of the ways of men. 



TO MELANCHOLY. 

A MOONLIT NIGHT IN FEBRUARY. 

D*ou vient a rhomme la plus durable des jouissances de son 
coeur, cette volupt^ de la m^lancolie, ce charme plein de secrets, 
qui le fait vivre de ses douleurs et s'aimer encore dans le senti- 
ment de sa mine ? — Senancour. 

Come to me — for I am weary : 
Bid thy breezes fan my brow : 
Come to me — the night is weird and dreary, 

Wan and weird as thou. 
Come — the wind of midnight moans and shivers 
Through the bending bushes black as death, — 
And each mooncast shadow starts and quivers 
At each fancied passing of the night wind's breath. 

See the moorland tarn is gleaming 
In the hollow far below, 
While aroimd the lonely wastes are dreaming 

White as wintry snow. 
Through the calm unruffled deep of Heaven 

Glides in majesty the maiden queen : 
Few the clouds and fleecy that are driven 
O'er the floating splendour of her midnight sheen. 
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Listen to the wavelets sobbing 
On the pebbles of the beach, 
Keeping time with ripples that are throbbing 

In yon moonlit reach. 
Listen to the breezes that are sighing 

Through the rushes of yon marshy shore, 
Where the shadows of the hills are l)dng, 
And the reedy coves are darkly woven o'er. 

Come to me — for I am lonely, 
And the heart in solitude 
Finds itself, and is companioned only 

Of its inmost mood. 
And our deepest feelings are awoken 

Of the things without us — come to me : 
In that plash of waters thou hast spoken ; 
And the murmur in the rushes is of thee. 

*Tis of thee : each master feeling, 
As it dawns and dies away. 
Has an hour — a season for revealing 

Its imperial sway. 
And this hour of midnight and of moaning. 

Sobbing waters and imearthly light — 
Is not all its voice — its silence owning 

Thee supreme and lonely, mistress of the night. 



68 TO MELANCHOL K 

There is here no joy, no sadness — 
Hushed despair or hope confessed : — 
No exultant burst of evening gladness 

From a darkened west — 
Not the triumph of unclouded splendour, 

Not the blinding glory of the noon : 
Not the haze of love, serene and tender. 
In the full-orbed lustre of the summer moon. 

In the songs — the flowers of Maytime, — 

In the green leaves Hope is nigh : 
Then the fragant breezes have their playtime — 
Now the night winds sigh. 
When the woods are touched with autumn's fire 

Come the gusts and, as they drive the rain. 
Wail with infinite, untold desire — 

Ah ! that soughing murmur is no voice of pain. 

In the scented summer meadows. 
When the sounds of labour cease, 
With the slowly-lengthening twilight shadows 

Comes a solemn peace. 
Peace enfolds the spirit that has striven : — 

Raving storms may rock themselves to rest : ^- 
But those clouds are all too faintly driven. 
And the night wind moans, and cannot find its nest. 
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And to-night is not the chosen 
Time of desolate despair, 
Such as reigns when earth is white and frozen, 

And the woods are bare. 
'Tis no time of glorious awaking, 

As when sunrise gilds a rolling wave : 
Tis no time of stormy passions breaking 

On a reef of wrath when angry tempests rave. 

Other hours to these are given — 
Other seasons own their might : 
But the spirits of the earth and heaven 

Bow to thee to-night. 
Every shadow, every breath is holy — 
Every stir and every sound to thee, 
O my queen ! mysterious melancholy — 
And with these my heart is mingled — come to me. 

Now thou reignest — ^none beside thee — 



Cloudless as yon throned sphere : 
Yet no cloud no light can ever hide thee : — 

Hidden, thou art near. 
Ay in other hours of kindled feeling. 

When the waves awoke and spumed control, 
I have heard thy deeper accents stealing, 

Out of depths of slumber stealing on the soul. 



{ 
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Pure the fragrance of the river, 
Taintless in the early mom — 
Yet I know thee, for the alders shiver 

At the breath of dawn. 
Or if e'er the summer wind is sounding 

Through the cornfields onward to the deep; 
Oh I that rush of gladness pulsing, bounding 

Yearns and yearns and on thy bosom falls asleep. 

When the midnight moon has fashioned 
Gleaming pathways o'er the sea — 
Look, that lit repose — that peace impassioned 

Breaks in waves on thee. 
When the fierce autumnal blasts are wailing. 

Eddying through the forest solitudes — 
Hark ! that wearied gust is faint and failing, 
'Tis thy far off moaning in the dripping woods. 

This the curse that all inherit — 
This that through the gates of sense 
Passion sweeps in whirlwinds o'er the spirit. 

Limitless — intense : 
And the heart, in thrall to each emotion. 

Rises as the deep when storms are black — 
But hard barriers boimd that fettered ocean. 
And its billows break and break in wrath and wrack. 



TO MELANCHOL K 7 1 

For the wind is free and chainless — 
Chained and bound the ocean's flow — 



Yet its durance is imguessed and painless, 

Till the storm winds blow. 
Then it knows its bonds and pants to break them, 

And it beats its wings against the shore. 
But in vain its slumbering waves awake them — 

And in scorn the sea caves thunder back their roar. 

So they come and go for ever — 

Waves that wander through the soul : 
And in turn each *trance and each endeavour 

Finds in thee its goal 
Aimless longings, without form or number, 

Into thy dark depth of waters leap — 
Rest itself exhausted of its slumber, 

And despair that wearies of its frozen sleep. 

Thine the hush of wearied laughter : — 
Thine the swoon of tears that fail : 
Sets the sun of hope to linger after 

In thy twilight pale. 
Aye and love's own flame too fiercely burning 

Dies of its deep passion into thee, 
Dies and lives — for thou art endless yearning 
For unuttered things that may not ever be. 



72 TO MELANCHOL K- 

Say then who is doomed to know thee 
As I know thee face to face, 
If all stirrings of the tempest show thee 

In each breathing space ? 
For a thousand winds have swept and shaken 

Into music every slumbering chord, 
And my heart, of each in turn forsaken, 

In the dying strains thy mystic accents heard. 

So to-night, because thou reignest, 
These that lived and died in thee — 



These, that sink forgotten if thou wanest. 

Wake again in me. 
Not alone — ^for each with all is blended — 

Love and sorrow, hope and joy and pain 
Rise anew, their time of slumber ended. 

Rise transfigured, lit with glory, live again. 

I-ive again those wond'rous hours 
When my heart awoke to love. 
When the green earth laughed in wreaths of flowers- 
Laughed the skies above. 
Bum again through clouds of sunset fire 
Days of bliss that left a night of woe : 
Breathes again each blast of deep desire 
At whose breath my bosom panted long ago. 
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Let them come and let them quicken 
Into life my swooning heart : 
Aye if e'er my soul was blest or stricken — 

Let it feel the smart — 
Like it feel the angel's kiss of healing — 

Dewlike peace the child of whirling strife : 
In those tides of strong impassioned feeling 
Beat the truest pulsings of the spirit's life. 

Let them come, and roll in thunder 
Through the caverns of the air : 
Bid their lightning flashes cleave asunder 

Leaden-hued despair. 
Bid the blast awake in wrath, atoning 

For its weary trance with Ocean's roar : — 
Hush ! the midnight wind is faintly moaning, 
And the tarn is plashing on its pebbly shore. 



THANK GOD FOR THE NIGHT. 

My heart has been long a rover, 
But the haven is half in sight : 
The heat of the day is over : — 
Thank God for the night. 

The channel narrows before me : 

The surf on the sands is white : 
Grey clouds are gathering o'er me, 
And shadows of night 

I listen — ^the waves are breaking 

In thunder to left and right : 
The evening winds are awaking, 
To herald the night. 

What then when I leave the river 
And follow the seabird's flight ? 
My heart gives a farewell shiver 
At the breath of the night. 

I ask not what shall betide me. 
For above in the heaven's height 
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The stars will come out to guide me — 
The splendour of night. 

Thank God for the boundless ocean, 

With never a shore in sight — 
For the sleep of eternal motion 
And fathomless night. 

Thank God for the mists of even ; 

Thank God for the pale twilight : 
Thank God for the stars of Heaven : 
Thank God for the night. 



TO TIME. 

What wilt thou bring me, O Time ? 

Answer, O life's hereafter ! 
Answer, O hidden years ! — 
Laughter and sunlit tears — 

Weeping and bitter laughter. 

What wilt thou bring me, O Time ? 

Visions of Beauty and Truth 
Beckoning me on till they wane. 
As life with its drizzling rain 

Quenches the ardour of youth. 

What wilt thou bring me, O Time ? 

Hope that is bom to die — 
Love that breaks into ashes, 
Joy with its lightning flashes 

Streaking a leaden sky. 

What wilt thou bring me, O Time ? 
The host of the heart's desires— 
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Lust or the love of God — 
The sky or the clayey clod — 
Sunlight or phantom fires. 

What wilt thou bring me, O Time ? 

Work in the noonday heat, 

Work on the rock and the sand. 

Till the heart grows hard as the hand, 

Or bleeds as the bleeding feet. 

What wilt thou bring me, O Time ? 

Mazes of dazzling light — 
Mazes of whirling sound, 
Till the solid earth swims round. 

And we long for the lonely night. 

What wilt thou bring me, O Time ? 

Haply an hour of peace — 
Of weird and expectant calm, 
When the night dews fall like balm. 

And the sounds of the noonday cease. 

What wilt thou bring me, O Time ? 
A twilight of creeping chill. 

When the fog steals up from the meadows. 

And, folded in dusky shadows. 
The earth lies dewy and still. 



78 TO TIME. 

What wilt thou bring me, O Time ? 

Spasms of strangled breath — 
White mist and a shiver of wind, 
And — sweet to the weary and blind- 

Thine icy kisses, O death. 



THE RIVER. 

Brown and brimming and flecked with foam. 
Wandering down to your distant home, 
Tell me O river ! whence do you flow ? 
And what becomes of you far below ? 

What is your answer ? the foam bells speak 
Of heathery wastes and a mossy streak, 
And the ripples tell of a sandy shore, 
And salt sea marshes and ocean's roar. 

But far above is the emerald moss. 
And far below do the billows toss. 
And life is short, and the sun is bright. 
And the shadows say " it will soon be night" 

So under the elm trees' branching shade 
I'll sit till the light begins to fade. 
And watch how the eddies of foam go by. 
And ask not whither or whence or why. 

And still the waters are hurrying down. 
And still they are near me brimming and brown. 
And still they change and are still the same — 
As they flow to the fountain whence they came. 



GOODBYE TO MABEL. 

My little fairhaired Mabel ! My child with the 
laughing eyes ! 

My gleam of merry sunshine ! My rift of blue in the 
skies ! 

What ! must my Mabel leave me, and take her gifts 
away — 

Each fleeting glimpse of childhood — each dear re- 
membered day ? 



Ah, me ! for the days of childhood — so sweet when 

they are past : — 
Cling to them closely, Mabel — cherish them while 

they last : — 
They will repay with blessing the love you bear them 

now. 
And come like white-winged angels, and kiss my 

Mabel's brow. 



GOODBYE TO MABEL. 8i 

My brow was hot and fevered — my mind was over- 
wrought j 

My sky was over-woven with clouds of care and 
thought : 

iFor sultry heat had fettered the breeze's airy wing, 

And blinding dust had tarnished the freshness of the 
'spring. 



But in my Mabel's laughter, and in her radiant 

tears, 
A child again I wandered through paths of happier 

years : 
I felt the cooling breezes blow round me fresh and 

free — 
I saw the April sunlight dance o'er the dark blue sea. 



Or as one slowly climbing through ice, and rock, and 

snow, 
With the mountain mist around him, and the valley 

far below. 
Sees, when the mists are parted in a momentary 

break. 
The verdure of the lowlands, the blue waves of the 

lake. 

F 



I 

i 
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! once more. 

i 



82 GOODBYE TO MABEL. 

So — for my path lies upwards — ^my little child, in you 
A glimpse of mere and meadow broke brightly on my 

view : 
But now farewell, my Mabel, the moment's glimpse 

is o'er, 
And clouds of stormy darkness roll round my path 



ANYONE TO ANYONE. 

AN OLD, OLD STORY. 
I. 

Glide up, O sea, along the wastes of sand. 
Glide foaming up and clasp the shadowy land, 
And pant and break in yearning on the strand. 

Rise up, O moon, over the rolling deep, 
Rise up and bless the ripples as they creep, 
And melt into the magic of their sleep. 

Look down on me, O eyes so darkly bright, 
Languid with lustre like the summer night, 
Look down and bathe me in your haze of light 

My soul went out in yearning towards the sea. 
That swayed and murmured everlastingly : — 
Its endless plaint was not of love for me. 

And towards the tender moonlight went my sou 
And felt far oflf the gleaming ripples roll, — 
But on its throbbing tide no moonbeam stole. 



\ 
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And then I looked deep into your dark eyes, 
Deeper than sun*ner depth of midnight skies, 
And they looked back on me in sweet surprise— 
Oh love — love — ^love. 

II. 

Why did my heart awake, 
And fling aside the weeds it never wore ? 
Why in that moment did my spirit slake 
A thirst unfelt before ? 

Why, when the sky reveals 
Mid depths of tempest gloom a rift of blue — 
Gleams forth a light no darkness e'er conceals. 
Nor storm cloud veils from view ? 

Or why, love ! when I find 
The year's first primrose on a sunny bank 
Comes back a joy I never left behind — 
A hope that never sank ? 

III. 

May I not love you, dearest ! 

As I love the flowers of spring ? 
Listen to you with rapture 

As I listen to birds that sing ? 
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When shadow and light are mingled 

Where clouds of sunset bun» — 
I am content to love them, 

Careless of love's return. 

I love them and bless their beauty — 

May I not love you so ? 
Only my heart can answer : 

My heart makes answer — No. 

IV. 

I stood and watched the line of tender light 

That would not fade away, 
The streak of yellow sky that told how bright 

Had been the summer day. 

I stood and listened to the sweet refrain. 

Whose liquid fountain rose 
From some near grove — that voice of rapturous 
pain — 

Of passionate repose. 

I stood and felt the warm and balmy breath 

Of midnight breezes stir — 
Fragrant from wandering over gorse and heath. 

Through woods of birch and fir. 



r 
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1 Stood entranced, till odour, light and song 
Were waves that throbbed in me, 

And on their bosom bore my soul along 
To some mysterious sea. 

sea of love ! thy pulsing passed away — 
Its meaning yet unguessed : 

1 loved too well to marvel that I lay 
In rapture on thy breast 



v. 

I breathed the freedom of the air : 
I drank it in, and was content : 

It flowed around me everywhere : 
Why should I marvel what it meant ? 

Then only when I gasped for breath 

I knew its loss was more than death. 

And in the common light of day 
I saw the loveliness of earth : 

Yet never blest the golden ray 
Wherein its colours had their birth ; 

Till lost in void abysmal night 

I knew how goodly was the light. 
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Nor did I marvel when I heard 

My darling falter forth her love : 
My soul was all too lightly stirred — 

I never raised my eyes above : 
Love seemed like air or light — ^but oh ! 
I learned my blessing in my woe. 

VI. 

Come rain of tears: the mom was all too bright: 

Too darkly blue was the unclouded sky : 
The sun has drunk the freshening dews of night, 
And drained each chalice dry. 

And now the flowers hang down their drooping heads : 
Dust hides the leaves : the grass is parched and wan: 
The brooks are shrunken in their pebbly beds, 
And scarcely trickle on. 

Come heavy clouds and hide the sultry blue : 

Come welcome shade and veil the blinding light : 
Come cooling rain and bathe the flowers in dew — 
Fresh as the tears of night 

Bless the sad earth — ^and bid her laugh again : 

Give back to leaf and blade their tender grace : 
Feed the faint streamlet : grant it life to gain 
The river's wide embrace. 
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4Bo when the sun long-hidden re-appears, 

The gold fringed curtains of his tent withdrawn- 
The earth will smile as brightly through her tears 
As once after the dawn. 



VIL 

Once we wandered forth together : 
All the world was wet with rain : 

Storms will come in sunniest weather, 
Darkening heavens without a stain. 

Storms will come, and soak and sadden 

All the leafy solitudes — 
Hush the birds that sing to gladden 

Mossy depths of summer woods. 

Storms will come and gather thickly. 
As our hearts are bom to know : — 

Come and pass again as quickly — 
Oh ! the wonder when they go. 

From the cloud's black fringes streaming 
Burst the sun divinely bright : 

Land and sea were lit and gleaming 
In the mystic evening light. 
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Hark ! unnumbered notes are ringing Y, 

From the groves so lately dumb : 
Oh ! the rapture of their singing — 

Love ! the silence had to come. 

And the sparkling pearls that cluster 

On each leaf in yonder copse — 
Dearest ! what a sunny lustre 

Hides its light in tempest drops. 



VIII. 

Love not me^ love ! but the aspiration 
That would make me what I am not now ; 

Love a spirit of thy heart's creation, 
An imagined being pure as thou. 

Love not what I am — a narrow prison 
Where the self within me pines forlorn : 

Love the sun that is not yet arisen, 

And the sadness of the glimmering mom. 

Do not love this blaze of noonday fire, 
But the stars to which it makes me blind : 

Love the light that fades from my desire, 
And the darkness that it leaves behind. 
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Do not love the mirth, the ready laughter, 
Happy in each moment as it flies, — 

Careless of the past and the hereafter. 
Of the life wherein each present dies. 

Love this anguish, this unblest endeavour 
To become what I may never be : 

So alone thy love will live for ever — 
So alone be lavished, love ! on me. 

IX. 

Such was the deep unuttered prayer, 
That in my heart I dared to cherish : 

It passed into the voids of air: 

Ah ! me, it was not doomed to perish. 

I dreamed of more than earthly love : 
God heard my vows that were not spoken : 

And straightway like a fluttering dove 
Joy fled away ; The spell was broken. 

X. 

It has come then, the hour of even : 
The earth has grown strangely still : 

There's a flush in the western heaven. 
In the air there's a sudden chill : 
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And the hills lie lost in their shadows, 

Dewy and dusky and dim : 
And down in the river-meadows, 

The chill white vapours swim. 

So lately the sun was reigning 

Alone in the cloudless blue : 
So lately his orb was waning, 

Blood-red as it sank from view. 

Now the lingering light has ended : 

The flush has melted away ; 
And earth and heaven are blended 

In a mist of mournful grey. 



XI. 

So quickly disenchanted ! 

Oh ! learn what life would teach : 
The prize for which you panted 

Is ashes if you reach. 

The silvery lake, whose vision 

Solaced the desert land. 
Changes in dumb derision 

To wastes of burning sand. 
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The light is shining yonder : 
It lures us on and on-: 

And westward we must wander, 
Till all the light has gone. 



XII. 

Once, ere the day had broken, 

By wayward fancy led — 
The last word yet unspoken. 

The last tear yet unshed — 

Into the woods I wandered : 
The leaves were wet with dew : — 

Not yet my soul had squandered 
The bliss it never knew. 

I breathed the air untainted, 
The fragrant breath of mom : — 

So sweet — my heart had fainted, 
Its yearning bliss unborn. 

There came a chilly shiver : 
A wan and lonely breeze 

Ruffled the sleeping river. 

Sighed through the rustling trees. 
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And then I knew my gladness : 

My yearning found relief: 
For the breath of joy is sadness ; 

And bliss is*bom of grief. 

XIII. 

Some are content to take the faded flower, 
And keep it for the old love's sake : 

As if the mockery of a happier hour 
Could comfort hearts that break. 

They look again : its withered hues remind them 
How sweetly mingled once they met : 

They live again the woes that are behind them — 
Their wounds are bleeding yet. 

But wiser far, when once the flower had faded, 

You tore it from your breast away : 
Its mute familiar face in death upbraided : 

You trod it into clay. 

XIV. 

I left you, and we were parted : 

I swooned in a frozen sleep : 
I prayed to be broken-hearted : 

I prayed to have grace to weep. 



94 ANYONE TO ANYONE, 

I wandered — I knew not whither : — 

I wandered without a will 
To the wastes of lonely heather, 

Where the winds are never still. 

The wind with its voice of anguish 
Came wailing and wuthering by : 

And now it would droop and languish, 
Now triumph in agony. 

The breath of its life was blended 

With mine that had ceased and swooned, 

Till the trance of despair was ended. 
And I woke and I knew my wound. 

And a sudden strength was given, 
As the wind bewailed my woes : 

For I knew that grief has a Heaven 
Set deep in its very throes. 



XV. 



Look back, O love-forsaken. 
For else your eyes are blind : 

The light that life has taken 
Is shining far behind. 
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Look back, the lake is gleaming, 

That turned to wastes of sand : 
The prize of all your dreaming 

Still hangs to mock your hand. 

Ah ! Hope can bid the morrow 

Dawn dazzling on the sight : 
But mightier far is sorrow 

That bathes the past in light. 



XVI. 

And do not weep that God has quenched and hidden 

A light He never gave : 
The fruit of our desires is still forbidden : — 

The present is its grave. 

We live our lives, not in passing minute 

That is and then is not : 
Else is the prize, as often as we win it. 

Lost, faded and forgot. 

Life reaches forth into the far hereafter 

Into the dimmest past : 
Then heed no more the mocking wails of laughter 

Of every demon blast. 
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For there and there- the light of life is burning 

Behind thee and before : 

And in the very anguish of thy ye4|iiing 

'Tis thine for evermore. 

Deep in our inmost hearts — whose depths are Heaven 

Past, present, future blend : 

And there alone the gift of God is given, 

Light without birth or end. 



XVII. 

Forgive me that I dared to falter 
A moment from my faith to thee, 

Dared to desert the hallowed altar 
The memory of thy love for me. 

Forgive me that my trust was shaken, 
Till God's own promise seemed a lie : 

Thy heart is cold, and mine forsaken. 
But love itself can never die. 

The flame leaps up — and lives no longer- 
The baffled flame of brief desire : 

But unsubdued, from strong to stronger 
Bums the white core of central fire. 
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And oh V my love, 'twere dafkest treason 
No more to worship at the shrine — 

The memory"#f that blessM season, 
That gave the spark of love divine. 



XVIII. 

Yet once again the music of your laughter 

Rang through the ruined chambers of my soul : 

And once again upon each mouldering rafter 
A momentary glimpse of sunshine stole. 

The laughter was of one who mocked and taunted : 
The sunshine was a gleam of phantom white : 

I sometimes wonder if my heart is haunted. 
Like crumbling corridors in dead of night. 

Do they not say where'er a rebel passion. 

For one mad moment set its bonds at nought — 

There lingers yet, in some mysterious fashion, 
A ghostly witness of the deed it wrought ? 

And if the flood of pent-up flame may never 
Find the fierce outlet of a stormy deed ; 

But rolls in surges through the heart for ever. 
Till the black thunder clouds have ceased to feed. 

G 
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Where shall we find its dread undying traces — 
Voices of mocking laughter — ghostly gleams ? 

Not in the loneliness of haunted places — 
But in the ruins of the heart's own dreams. 



XIX. 

I saw thee for a little space : 
I saw thee love ! unseen of thee : 

« • 

Thy lovely unimpassioned face 
Turned for a moment full on me. 

Its blue eyes were as dark and deep 
As when of old for me they shone : 

Like mountain tarns in midnight sleep, 
That stars unnumbered gaze upon. 

I watl:hed them with as pure a love, 
As innocent as I have foimd 

In wonder of the deeps above, 

Or of the flowers that laugh around 

No storm of longing or despair 
Troubled my deep serene delight : 

I knew my love was passing fair : 
I blessed God for so dear a sight. 



■* 
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And then the glimpse of thee was o'er, 

For other faces came between : 
But this is mine for evermore : 

I saw my love and was not seen. 



XX. 



Ebb, ebb away, O wan and weary sea ! 
Sink down, pale moon ! and let the darkness be : 
O eyes that never more will shine on me, 
Farewell ! O love, farewell ! 



TOO DEEP FOR TEARS. 

Come once again out of the depths of night, 
Out of the darkness that is all too bright 
For eyes that need the glare of earthly light 

Look once again, O eyes of purest blue, 
Deep into mine — alas ! that never knew 
In bygone days what beauty shone in you. 

O calm and silent eyes, yet once again 
Ye look on me, and I look back in vain : 
That baffling stillness — is it love or pain ? 

Or love reproaching me that mine is cold ? 
Ah ! never so : the love that burned of old 
Bums all the more because it bums untold. 

Nay, doubt me not : a thousand cares beset : 
New joys, new sorrows tempt me to forget : 
But thou, my dearest ! art remembered yet. 

My brother ! my lost brother ! who can say 
How far from sight beneath life's surface play, 
Live wounds of anguish that no tears betray ? 
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Thou knowest at least that only when my woe 
Grew part of me, and sank from sight below 
Into my life — my tears forbore to flow. 

Thou knowest, O love, how often while I fare 
Through dark and stony paths — in my despair 
I seek thine arm — ^and lean — on empty air. 

Aye even now thy dear imagined eyes 

Speak from the darkness, and thy heart replies 

To these my passionate and wayward cries. 

" Lean on me still : God gave, in taking me, 
His precious gifts of Hope and Memory : 
Be strong in these, and I am near to thee." 



A HAVEN OF PEACE. 

Long tempest-tost on stormy hopes and fears, 
The wandering billows of this sea of years — 
I seek the haven of that hour of tears, — 

■ 

That hour of rushing anguish, that possessed 
The springs of life deep hidden in my breast, 
And freed their flood of yearning long repressed. 

O hour of blessing — for a moment's space 
God in His endless mercy gave me grace 
To rest my eyes on His unclouded face. 

On depths of gold intolerably bright — 
Till the fierce anguish of my blinded sight. 
Measured the dread intensity of light. 

But now I know, for years have past between. 
The light that scorched me then was calm, serene 
As midnight waters in the moonlight sheen. 
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And in the memory of that bitter day, 
For me who wander on life's stormy way, 
There lies a land-locked and unrippled bay — 

Where the strained canvas finds a brief release : 
The wind drops down : the rushing billows cease : 
And on the bosom of eternal peace 

I sleep awhile — till once again I glide 
Before a kinder breeze, and wander wide 
O'er the grey wastes of the unquiet tide. 



WAITING FOR THE DAWN. 

I said ' Mama is going home 

To God's home in the bright blue sky : 
She wants her little ones to come 

And kiss her — and then say goodbye.* 

• 

The children wondering what I meant 
Looked up — my eyes were far away : 

They put their hands in mine, and went 
To where their dying mother lay. 

Their rosy lips gave, each in turn, 
Warm kisses to the cold white brow : 

I saw her eyes light up and yearn — 
I see them lit and yearning now. 

The children went away to bed, 
And on each pillow snowy white 

A ruddy cheek — a curly head 
Nestled in slumber all the night. 
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And I was in the room of death 
Alone — ^alone — the long hours through : 

I watched the gently taken breath 
Grow faint and faint as falling dew. 

At length there came a change — a chill, 
That drew a shiver from the earth, 

A shiver of wind — then all was still — 
I waited for the daylight's birth. 

A ghastly glimmer of the dawn. 

Sadder than darkness, filled the room : 

The veil was lifted — not withdrawn ; 
I saw enough to see the gloom. 

I took in mine the wasted hand. 
And sank upon my knees in prayer, 

The while with dreamy eyes I scanned 
The large blue veins that wandered there. 

Till something seemed to whisper * Rise' — 

I rose in haste, and bending o'er 
The pillow, sought the sweet blue eyes 

Where life's warm sparkle played no more. 



\ 
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Yet love shone through them — Love that gains 

Intensity when force is spent ; 
Infinite in its very chains, 

And in its dumbness eloquent. 

For never is the sun so bright 
As then when evening clouds eclipse, 

Nor Love so fair as when her light 

Bums through the veil of speechless lips. 

O speechless lips, I saw you move 
To make a kiss, but Death forbade : 

You told yoiu: agony of love, 

Although the kiss was never made. 

For unperceived Death's shadowy mist 
Came lightly gliding in between 

Our yearning souls, and as I kissed 
The lips, I touched the icy screen. 

And in that touch a chilling wave 
Of wintry breath, that crept and stole 

Like nightwind moaning o'er a grave. 
Curdled the stillness of my soul. 
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I dared not name or shape in thought 
The sickenmg doubt — the formless dread ; 

Half aimlessly I rose and sought 
The window pane — the sky was dead : 

Clouds hung against it, wan and dim 
And lifeless as my darling's cheek ; 

But just along the eastern rim 
There ran a faintly golden streak. 



IN NIDDERDALE. 

Grey ragged clouds were scudding o'er the sky 
Before the breath of the autumnal blast, 

That raved and roared and rustled stormily 
Through the dark-tufted fir trees as it passed. 

The congregated mists, that blurred from sight 
The outlines of the dim-discovered hills, 

Had poured their flooding torrents all the night. 
And fed the fountains of the moorland rills. 

And now unnumbered brooks were rushing down. 
Each from the heather of its upland home, 

To swell the river's brimming waves of brown. 
That whirled along in eddies flecked with foam. 

Over the whirlpools of the river hung 

The mourning robes of an autumnal wood, 

And every gust, that swept the branches, flung 
Red leaves and golden on the eddying flood. 
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Rose strangled murmurs from the stream below : 
Darkness and tears and sighs were everywhere : 

The wind breathed of immedicable woe, 
And all things told of ruin and despair. 

* ■ • 

But lo ! a momentary gleam of day 

Touched into showers of light the distant rain : 
And in that moment Nature seemed to say 

'Courage awhile— I triumph in my pain.' 



THE MELEE, 

m 
OR 

PROGRESS. 

God Thou rememberest all how straight to the battle 
we sprang : 
Fiercely our sabres flashed in the light of the break- 
ing day : 
We sang with exultant hope as the stars of the morn- 
ing sang 
When God looked forth on the night and darkness 
melted away. 

Each heart was a thrill of joy, and joy is a psalm of 
praise : 
Each heart was a flame of love, and love is a 
speechless prayer : 
A rolling paean arose, as floated before our gaze 
Thy banner of ardent snow high into the azure air. 

Its splendour dazzled the eyes of one who was near 
my side : 
The spear of the foeman came. I saw but I 
could not save. 
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The heart blood gushed from its fount: he sank to 
the ground and died : 
His eyes were on Thee, oh God ! Did they see 
^Thee beyond the grave ? 

The thunder of battle crashed around me, as on I 
pressed : 
I went — for the banner led me — to ramparts of 
living steel. 
Were lances shivered against me — I knew that my 
shield was blest ; 
I laughed at the blows that numbed not, and 
wounds that I could not feel. 

For strong in the faith of Hope I dreamed that if e'er 
the foe 
Looked up where above his head the banner floated 
and came, 
He would shrink and wither away from the blaze of 
its burning snow 
As the stubble of autumn shrinks from the breath 
of the burning flame. 

But the serried ranks stood firm as rocks in a raging 
sea: 
The waves of our fury burst against them in empty 
spray : 
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And the driving wind was changed to eddies of 
mocking glee, 
That caught the feathers of foam and laughed and 
whirled them away. 

Then we looked that the Lord of hosts should wake 
in a moment's space, 
Should waken and work a wonder, and leave us a 
living sign : 
And we looked that the foe should melt at the light- 
ning sheen of His face. 
And know that the banner of snow that led us, O 
Lord ! was thine. 

But never a sign was given, and never a voice was 
heard, 
And they who were faint of heart cried out that 
the day was lost — 
For * the foe is still unshaken, and the Lord has never 
stirred ' 
And they turned and left the battle or fought with 
the demon host 

The sword of my ardent hope is broken, O God, in 
twain : 
I am pierced with a hundred wounds and hidden 
in dust and gore : 
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I am stiff with unending toil : I am weary and worn 
with pain : 
I reel and my eyes are blind, for the death mist 
swims before. 

Yet it may be that inch by inch, since the dawn of 
the day began, 
We have driven the foemen back, though I knew 
not when or where : 
We see but a little space, and life is a little span, 
And the soldier can but know how his nearest 
comrades fare. 

And the ages come and vanish, but the world flows 
on for aye ; 
And the battle is ever fought, and the Good for ever 
wins : 
And the lightest blow is weighty to guide to its end 
the fray — 
For God the Eternal ripens what the seed of time 
begins. 

We bid Him arise from slumber — but the Lord God 
never sleeps : 
His work is a lightning flash, but it flashes in God's 
own sight : 

H 
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He holds in a drop of light the infinite Ocean deeps, 
And the lives of a million men are less than a 
moment's flight. 

We bid him work us a wonder and show us His 
cloudless face : 
Its splendour is all around us : our eyes are dazzled 
and dim : 
And wide as the world of being, and wider than time 
and space 
Is the wonder that He is working through hearts 
that are strong in Him. 

They say that our cause is broken : I see with the 
eyes of death. 
Whose mists are stealing around me to hide me 
away from pain : 
I shall sleep as a little child on the bosom of one 
deep faith. 
That never a wound was wasted and never a blow 
was vain. 



THE TERROR PIKE. 

FOUR SONNETS. 

We climbed or crept, full in the morning's glow, 
Too high for fear, along that narrow edge 
Of treacherous splinter and imagined ledge — 

On either hand four thousand feet below 

Fell walls of naked rock or dazzling snow, 
Sudden and sheer, to where a river rolled 
Out of its frozen fountain— green and cold — 

Tempestuous billows in arrested flow. 

And from that height we looked on snowy field, 
And iron peak and glacier heaped around 
In giant desolation : everywhere 
A stillness reigned triumphant as despair, 

A stillness ever and anon revealed — 
Not broken — ^by the avalanche's sound. 

Grim in your desolation — iron peaks. 
Whose snow slopes burned beneath the cloudless sky. 
Whose glittering glaciers pained the gazing eye, — 

Fiends of the wilderness ! your spirit speaks 
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Now even as then, and mine uprising wreaks 
Its utmost force against you, and recoils 
Crushed and appalled — for so your grandeur foils 

Feeling itself, withholding all it seeks. 

Yet not in vain I, wearied and oppressed, 
Gazed on you then and was athirst to see 
A leaf or floweret : even while I shrank 
From you, the winter of your stillness sank 

Into my soul, and, locked within my breast, 
Lived with my life and grew a part of me. 

It yet may be that I shall turn to you, 

O ice and iron of that silent land. 

If ever with imperious command 
Some voice serene shall bid my heart renew 
Old wounds of anguish— and no more pursue 

The hanging prize of some desired fruit. 

But pluck from earth unflinching by the root 
The flower of hope so cherished while it grew : 
Then shall I find you, snow and precipice. 

And cataract of glacier, hidden deep 
As thews and sinews of my inmost soul, 
And strong in you my passion to control, 
Grow hard as cliff of granite, cold as ice 

And lonely as the mountains in their sleep. 
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But now farewell : to other scenes I turn : 
Your frozen summits for awhile recede : 
For well I know where woodland valleys lead 

To narrower glens of mingled heath and fern, 

And bushes that overhang the wayward bum ; 
And on through bleaker uplands I have traced 
The wandering stream to where 'mid mossy waste 

Mists of the moorland feed its fountain urn. 

Dear to my every mood — in these I find 
Companionship in gladness as in pain : 
I know the hour when sunset's violet glow 
Bathes the far lines of purple : and I know 

As well the wailings of autumnal wind, 

That bring grey clouds and melancholy rain. 



JOY AND SORROW : 

OR 

THE GODS DETHRONED. 

They lie at thy feet, oh Christ ! Thou hast trodden 
them into the clay : 
The spear that Athena bore is broken and red with 
rust: 
And Phoebus and Aprodite, the beautiful — where are 
they? 
They are fallen, oh Christ ! and shattered — they 
kiss Thy feet in the dust. 



They are fallen — heroic Wisdom and^ high ideal Art — 
And Beauty that laughed and lured us — what is 
she ? cinders and ashes : 
Oh man ! with the soul divine : Oh God 1 with the 
human heart : 
Oh eyes of sorrowing love are these your lightning 
flashes ? 
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Ye looked on the Gods of Hellas, and they were as 
dreams forgotten : 
The glory of all their shrines was dust at the touch 
of God : 
As a fruit, that is fair without, drops down when the 
core is rotten, 
Drops down at a breath of wind and moulders into 
the sod. 

The joy of our hearts begot them — they waned to a 
dreary end : 
Were they vile in Thine eyes, oh Christ ! in this that 
we held them fair ? 
But thou knewest the heart's desires : men called Thee 
the sinner's friend : 
And a harlot bathed Thy feet in the waves of her 
rippling hair. 

Ah no ! from within they perished : they were bom 
with the germs of death : 
They grew with a growing cancer: they ripened 
into decay : 
They waited a touch of frost : they waited a wintry 
breath : 
And the shrines of our hearts were bare before the 
dawn of Thy day. 
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For the plant of joy must wither unblest by the rain 
of tears, 
When the lips of the sun have drained its chalice 
of sparkling dew : 
Ah ! well that we worshipped these in the joy of our 
early years — 
Ah ! well that we laughed for gladness when skies 
were bright and blue. 

Tears came and a cloud of care: we turned to our 
gods in vain : 
They had listened, alas ! too long to the voice of 
music and mirth : 
They knew not the ways of sorrow : they knew not 
the paths of pain — 
And they were dethroned and fallen, and the light 
had left the earth. 

For tears are as precious pearls, the pride of a kingly 
line — 
The gleam of the far-off grandeur of the goal we are 
bom to win : 
For the light of our life is darkened by the dawn of a 
light divine : 
And had we not dreamed of Heaven, we never had 
wept for sin. 
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Tears come, and another world awakes to their magic 
wand : 
They veil our eyes with a film, and blind them and 
make them see : 
And they rise when love has grown to thirst for a love 
beyond : 
And they doom " what is " to wither at the dream 
of what ought to be. 

Tears came and a cloud of care, and the light of the 
morning died : 
Thou camest incarnate Love ! and Thine was a 
bleeding brow : 
There were wounds in Thine hands and feet, and 
woimds in Thy stricken side : 
Thy sweat was a sweat of blood, and the drops are 
trickling now. 

We looked on the waste of briars that Thou hadst 
trampled down : 
We looked on the crimson stains that told where 
Thy feet had trod : 
We looked on the wreath of thorns and hailed it a 
monarch's crown. 
We looked on Thine eyes of sorrow, and knew they 
were eyes of God. 



THE WESTERN SEA. 

I saw thee on a summer's day 
Among thy many isles asleep ; 

A few faint fleecy cloudlets lay 
In shadow on thine azure deep ; 

And as they drifted past, I knew 

How bright and boundless was the blue. 

I saw thee pitiless and cold, 

With clouds and darkness overcast ; 
Long stormy crested billows rolled 

Before an icy northern blast : 
And broke far oflf with ceaseless shocks 
On bleak inhospitable rocks. 

I had not loved thy sleep so well. 
If wintry winds had never blown : 

I learned of thy tempestuous swell 
The music of thy softer tone : 

And when the waves were dark as night, 

I blest thy paths of rippling light. 



THE STEPPING STONES. 

Thou nameless meeting of two nameless streams- 
Sweet haunt — familiar to my wandering feet — 
So well beloved, that in my very dreams 

Thy murmuring waters meet 

My heart is weary of the ways of men : 

Fain would I set the busy world aside, 
And seek thy solitary paths again, 

And hear thy wavelets glide. 

Lo ! I am with thee : though yon purple height 
Still stands between, and thou art far beyond. 
Yet thou dost ever come to bless my sight 

When fancy waves her wand. 

I close my eyes, and out of empty space 

I bid them rise, obedient to my will. 
The many blended features of thy face — 

Mist, moorland, stream and hill. — 
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Above — the bluffs of bracken and of rock, 

Where desolation has its own sweet charm : — 

The scanty pasture, — the wide-wandering flock, — 

The last lone upland farm. 

Below — the broken boulders and the maze 
Of waters half bewildered, half in haste. 
That wind and wander by so many ways, 
Threading thy rocky waste. 

And the grey causeway through the river's bed. 

So rudely shaped that I have deemed it strewn 
By Nature's artless hand — in turn I tread 

Each wave-worn stepping-stone. 

And the wide wilderness of moors around, 

The russet grass, the fringe of stunted fir. 
The ever wakefiil wind's mysterious soimd. 
The moorcock's rushing whirr. 

I know them all, and wander, not astray. 
With tender recollection for my guide. 
By every devious heather-hidden way 
That leads me to thy side. 



THE STEPPING STONES. 125 

For who shall tell how often I pursued 

My wonted paths to thee, till time had taught 
My heart to know thee in each change of mood 
That changing Nature wrought ? 



I know that season when the tender haze 

Of verdure, stealing through the stunted trees. 
Tells me that winter dreams of summer days, 
Sunshine and balmy breeze. 

And when the summer comes with skies of blue 

And purple twilights lingering in the west, 
IVe stood and watched the clouds of rosy hue 
That slumbered on thy breast. 

And when the rain clouds from the south-west blacken 

The lower heaven, and mists of autumn rise, 
IVe seen the glories of thy faded bracken 
Atone for faded skies. 

Nor least I love thee when the untrodden snow 

Enshrouds the moorlands in their swoon of death, 
And bleak and bitter are the winds that blow, 
With winter in their breath. 
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Nay more — I love thy solitude so well, 

That not to thee alone I went to make 
My pilgrimage, but every clough and fell 
Is sacred for thy sake. 

Thou lesser stream, whose infant life is fed 

On western slopes, confess that I have traced 
The windings back to where a verdurous thread 
Streaks the brown upland waste. 

And thou fair child of dew and cloud and rain, 
What though thy valley is a dreamland still, 
Yet chide me not — I tremble to profane 
The fancy-haunted hill — 

That hallowed spot where moorland mist conceals 

The lonely nymph that holds thy fountain urn. 
And ever bending o'er thy cradle kneels. 
Waist-deep in heath and fern. 

And I have tracked the mingled streams below 

Through onedeep gorge of wood and cragand heath. 
And heard the waves with murmured music flow 
Invisible beneath. 
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Why do I love thee so ? What magic spell, 

What subtle charm has thus enthralled my heart ? 
I know not — 'tis enough that I love well 
Thee, whatsoe'er thou art 

Love cares but little how or vbence she came — 

In what an hour — ^from what sufficient source : — 
Her only warrant is her own pure flame — 
Her calm and constant course. 

I have seen stately rivers roll the snow 

Of mighty mountains through a boundless plain. 
And blend in one their ample floods and flow 
Broad bosomed to the main. 



I have seen streams that wandered murmuring down 

Deep dales in many-tinted verdure drest. 
Mingle with melody their waters brown 
By bending branches blest 

I have seen moimtain torrents held asimder 

In lonely chasms, leap quivering with the shock 
Into one dark abyss of foam and thunder, 

Through gates of dungeon rock. 
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Fair nymphs are those whose queenly locks are wound 

With garland rare or pearl-inwoven wreath, — 
But fairer far thy simple tresses bamid 
With spray of russet heath. 

And still each pious pilgrimage reveals 

Thee in thy wonted beauty — fresh as fair — 

Fresh as the breath of spring-time when it heals 

The earth of her despair. 

And still I learn of thee, and still renew 

The thrill of peace that erst thy message gave. 
That there are rifts of pure ethereal blue. 

Though blinding tempests rave. 

I learn of thee that there are isles of palm 

Sown in the weariest waste of burning sand, 
And dews of twilight falling fresh and calm 
To bless the thirstiest land. 



I learn of thee that nature yet doth keep 

Some secret havens of unrippled rest, 
Where rise and sink in rhythmic accents deep 
The pulses of her breast. 
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And still, when winds awake and billows beat, 

I go to thee — Ablest haven that thou art — 
And in thy solitude hold converse sweet 
With nature — ^heart to heart. 



CHILDHOOD'S HOME. 

I passed through the open gateway and under the 

bending trees : 
The boughs of the stooping beeches stirred in the 

summer breeze : 
The branching shadows fluttered as asleep on the 

lawn they lay : 
And up through the sunny meadow the avenue wound 

its way. 

I passed through the open gateway and I was a child 

again : 
The grass and the leaves were sparkling in jewels of 

last night's rain : 
But lo 1 a turn in the pathway clouded my eyes with 

tears, 
And I stood and gazed in rapture on the home of 

my early years. 

The same — and yet I marvelled, for surely of old it 

stood 
Fronting a boundless meadow, — on the skirts of a 

sombre wood, — 
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With a stately hill behind it, from whose height I used 

to gaze 
To where the horizon bounded the world of my 

childish days. 

But the hill was a little hillock — the wood was a little 

grove : 
Twas only a little paddock through which I loved to 

rove : 
I climbed, but the wizard fancy had somewhere lost 

his wand : 
I looked to the far horizon, but the whole world lay 

beyond. 

Yet the grass had its wonted verdure — the sun had 

its wonted gold — 
The raindrops trembled and sparkled, as ever in days 

of old : 
And clouds were ne'er more fleecy, and never a fresher 

breeze 
Passed with a crisper murmur through depths of the 

greenwood trees. 

And I wondered if one of the dear ones, who left us 

and went his way 
Into the kingdom of twilight misty and cold and grey, 
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Could rise from the depths of silence and come for a 

little while, 
And hear the breezes rustle and see the green earth 

smile ; — 

Would the earth he had left behind him — the earth 

he had loved so well — 
That once was higher than heaven, and deeper than 

depths of hell — 
Seem now but a mote in the sunbeam, a drop in the 

water race. 
Its life the pulse of a moment — a foothold its orb of 

space ? 

Would he learn that its ancient limits, now grown so 

narrow and near. 
Had veiled from imagination the skirts of a boundless 

sphere ? 
Would he look to the utmost verges that ever his feet 

had trod. 
And still find far beyond them the world of the 

Heaven of God ? 

Yet perchance as he gazed around him a tear of regret 

might rise. 
And blot for a passing moment all else but earth from 

his eyes : 
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He would murmur " Oh God I know thee in the 

least of thy works complete : 
It is all as of old I left it, and then it was oh ! how 

sweet" 



FACE TO FACE, 

I ask not in what season I shall feel 

Thy wintry kisses on my burning brow, 
Nor when the balm of thy approach will heal 
The wounds that wring me now. 

I ask not when thy grey and gathered gloom 

Must end the sunshine of these sparkling hours : 
Nor when the March wind of thy breath mustTloom 
Life and its laughing flowers. 

I ask not what the span of circling years 

That yet remains — for, be it long or brief, 
Death still will clothe itself in chilling fears — 
Still bring me sweet relief. 

Nor need I ask of thee in what a guise 

Thou wilt draw near the threshold of my door : 
To see thee is a film before our eyes. 
That see and see no more. 
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It may be that a thorny path of pain — 

A weary and interminable way — 
Will lead me on through swamps of blinding rain 
Into the light of day. 

Or haply on thy slowly heaving breast 

Without a pang my soul will fell asleep, 
As moonbeams glide into the gleaming rest 
Of the enchanted deep. 

Or it may be that in a moment's space 

The sudden quiver of a lightning flash 
Will shrivel me to earth, nor grant me grace 
To hear its thunder crash. 



Or in a mountain tempest thou wilt come. 
And through an hour of unavailing woe 
Young life will struggle on — ^then feint and numb 
Sink into drifts of snow. 



I know not — ^but I know that late or soon 

My heart must beat to feel thee drawing nigh — 
Beat into stillness at thy touch, and swoon 
Away from life — and die. 
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And there are times when I am quick to hear 

Thy fancied footstep in a hush of sound : 
There falls the shadow of a sudden fear — 
I start and look around. 



What even now the dream of thee can chill 

My heart, and rob life's simshine of its charm 
O death, there is one only way to still 
These stirrings of alarm. 

In fancy I will see thee face to face. 

And pluck the veil from thine abhorrM brow, 
And commune with thee for a while — and trace 
Thy ghastiy features now, 

m 

And I Will face thee in thy grimmest form — 

With snow and darkness for thy winding sheet- 
A phantom folded in a freezing storm, 

Whose breath is driven sleet 

Whose eyes are lit with such a glare as froze 

The Gorgon's victim into lifeless stone : 
From whose pale lips each murmur, as it flows, 
Is cruel as the moan 
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Of loosened avalanche in wintry peak, 

Where gathering thunder clots with ice the blood 
Of one below : with terror-blanchM cheek 
He waits the rushing flood. 

Such and so terrible shalt thou appear, 

A bidden guest, that haply in the end 
I may arise — ^for use can conquer fear — 
To hail a welcome friend. 



There is an hour — the dreariest of night — 

When stars are dead — ^the daybreak yet unborn :- 
The moon — z, crescent cloud of ghostly white — 
Wanes, waiting for the mom. 

Grey dappled clouds against a lifeless sky 

Hang motionless : there's not a star below. 
Where smokeless hamlets, misty meadows lie 
By the pale rivers flow. 

At such a season were it fit to find 

A like repose, and, at the chilly breath 
Of the first shiver of the morning wind. 
Pass into realms of death. 
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I cannot see on stream or dewy lawn 

The desolation of the growing light ; 
I feel the wan approaches of the dawn, — 
The stillness of the night 

The weird repose, the damp, the change, the chill, 

I feel them — heralds of the hour of doom : — 
But heavy curtains veil the window still, 
And darkness fills the room ; 

Save where the glimmer of the lamp reveals 
Beloved and loving faces wan with care : 
One holds my restless hand : another kneels 
Low on her knees in prayer. 

Let pangs of cruel suffering rack my frame. 

And wring cold drops of anguish from my brow 
Let life be wasted by a subtle flame — 
Let spasms awake and bow 

My soul in unavailing prayer to thee 

To hasten thy approach, and bring me rest: 
Yet suffer not these pains of death to be 
An opiate to the breast 
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Yes, do tinr irocst : forbid them to oonceil 
The dadcer tocmexizs of tbesoolirhidn: 
With calm nnckKided sngcds^ kx meied 
The nengefbl depdis of sizL 

Yes, do tiiy worst : let loose the boonds of hell, — 

Torture of lear — benriklennent of doubt : — 
Angels of hope and innocence tliat fell 
To jcmi the demon root 

Let an my dreams of possible delight — 

Visions (rf woit achieved — of love returned — 
The gleams c^ loveliness that filled my sight — 
The li^ for which I yearned — 



Return as angry demons : let me hear 

The obscene flappings of their dusky wings : 
Till I have half foigotten in my fear 

The outward pain that wrings. 

Let life and all its flying moments seem 

A shock of senseless colour, deafening sound :• 
Idle as nightmare pageants in a dream, 
Or " noises in a swound." 
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Or let me deem the whole creation curst, 

And man more deeply damned because awake 
To suffer — tortured by a parching thirst, 
That he may never slake. 

But those pale watchers, wasted with my woes. 

Whose love unwearied waits the dread release — 
Is there no healing in the prayer that flows 
From hearts of purest peace ? 

Nay this is bitterest : in this I drink 

The wine of anguish to its bitter lees — 
This is the crowning pang — I may not think 
The thoughts that solace these. 

They reck not of the gulf that is between 

My faith and theirs : they may not ever know. 
How all the props on which I learned to lean 
Were broken long ago. 

For oh ! not mine that angel whose white wings 

Have charmed away the darkest fiends of death : 
Not mine the sweet serenity that springs 
From simple childlike faith. 



FACE TO FACE, 141 

And Father shield me when death clouds eclipse 

The light of reason. Be it far from me 
To falter falsehoods with my dying lips — 
To lie when nearest Thee; 



What, am I dying then without one ray 

Of hope to pierce the gloom of my despair — 
Dying as blasts that wail and die away 
On blank of midnight air ? 

Oh ! never so— one burning faith is mine — 

The 'background of one unextinguished flame- 
That sin and sorrow shew the soul divine — 
That failure proves the aim — 

That darkness only lives against the light, 

And were not if the sun had never shone : — 
And were it not, the starry hosts of night 
Were lifeless and unknown. — 

That love and truth and beauty are the last 

Supreme realities. The burial sod 
Blinds us to these — ^but when their light is past, 
We see the face of God. 
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And I have fathomed to its last abyss 

This hell of stormy gloom, and found beneath 
The blessing and the balm of such a kiss 
As only angels breathe. 



I had not found it, if I had not faced 

This utter darkness with unflinching soul, — 
Through wastes of sand and bitter marshes traced 
The river to its goal. 

Pray on sweet souls and I will join your prayer, 

And kneel in spirit humbled to the ground : 
The currents of our faith are mingled there 
Where they are most profound. 

I care not if the play of surface thought 

Sunder our minds : our deepest hearts are one : 
Pray on: the heart will throb when mind is nought — 
When reason's work is done. 



The faith — the hope — ^the purpose of our days 

Meet in one central orb of light divine : 
Pray on 2 your kindled hearts are strong to gaze 
On truth that dazzles mine. 
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And kiss and cool the fever of my brow. 

And feed my dying sool on bread di love : 
O Death: O King of Terrors, what ait thoa ? — 
God's angel frtnn above. 



TO TRUTH. 

Come to me garbed in love and light ; 

Wreath thy tresses in myrtle leaves : 
Smile through a veil of bridal white 

Fair as any that fancy weaves ; 
Smile from eyes that are blue and bright 

Come if thou wilt with sterner mien, 
Calm imperious — ^none the less 

Wear a halo of light serene : 

Clothe thy presence in loveliness : 

Claim my homage — a stately queen. 

Some there are who, of hope forlorn. 
Make a goddess of their despair — 

Dream of lips that are wreathed in scorn- 
Dream of eyes with a frosty glare, 

Cold and wan as the early mom. 

Her they place in a lonely shrine. 
And on the altar of Holy Truth 
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Offer all that we deem divine — 

All the passionate dreams of youth — 
Joy and beauty and love in fine. 

Truth ! forgive them if they blaspheme : 

Thine was never a face to chill : 
Dupes are these of a grisly dream 

That they have woven, who give at will 
Life to shadows that only seem. 

These they offer in impious haste, 

Rashly calling the altar thine. 
Are thy sisters — as richly graced — 

Stars of light — if they cease to shine, 
All the world is an empty waste. 

Words that bury the light we see 

Deep in a pathless atmosphere — 
Words that clothe us in misery — 

Words that palsy our hearts with fear 
Never fall from the lips of thee. 

Then should ever a clouded brow 

Darken life in a moment's space — 
Send a tempest of driving snow — 

While I shudder and hide my face, 
I will know that it is not thou. 

K 
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Only then, when a face serene 
Wakes to rapture and melts to lov 

Lifts the veil of the world unseen — 
Turns my gaze to the skies above — 

I will hail thee, O Truth — my queen. 



WHAT ART THOU, GOD? 

What art Thou, God ? The cry of all the ages 
Is rising upward to Thine Altar Throne : 

What art Thou, God ? The wisdom of our sages 
Bows prone and humbled in this prayer alone. 

What art Thou, God ? The poet's flood of passion 
Leaps from the wellspring of this living wave. 

What art Thou, God ? Man's heart must ever fashion 
Visions of Thee, or life becomes the grave. 

Visions alas 1 that they who worship wholly, 

False to their faith in a diviner light. 
See from their shrines melt, fade and vanish slowly 

Into the empty loneliness of night 

And other hearts, that see our idols shattered, 
Laugh at oiu: desolation, strong in scorn, 

"Are these your gods — these mists of darkness 
scattered 
At the first faintest glimmer of the mom ? 
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"Oh: dream no more your empty dreams of Heaven: 

Awake to life's realities and live : 
Content with earth and all that earth has given 

Kneel not in prayer to one who cannot give." 

Yet no — for earth and her unnumbered treasures 

Live only in the shining of the sun : 
A higher bliss makes possible our pleasures, — 

We read the many in this dream of One. 

Even you for ever passionately seeking 

Order in chaos, unity in strife, — 
What though your lips deny, your lives are speaking — 

Your works confess One law : One end : One life. 



One in the manifold of things created 

That, without this to quicken them, would be 

Formless and featureless — a power unmated — 
A nothingness — a blank infinity. 

One thread of purpose through the grades of being, 
Up from the atom to the mind of man, 

Untwining which touch ripened into seeing. 
And out of sense thought's lightning flashes ran. 



WHA T ART THOU, GOD ? 149 

One light behind the rainbow hues that hide it, 
In quest whereof the poet's fervid heart, 

With but this dream of loveliness to guide it. 
Framed the ethereal realms of song and art. 



One life to crown the lives that, each in order, 
Measure the fulness of a wider sphere ;— 

To reach out arms to Being's utmost border, 
And bring at last the farmost Heavens near. 

One self wherein this infinite self-losing 
May find at last its climax and its end : 

One narrow path to bless us in refusing 
So many paths to which our passions tend. 

One halcyon calm to make this sea of trouble, 
Upon whose waves we wander tempest-tost, 

Seem as the breaking of a foamy bubble 

In the great deep that sail hath never crossed. 

One sure delight to charm this racking anguish — 
These numbing blows, this hot and fevered strife- 

This weariness wherein we waste and languish — 
Into the travail throes of heavenly life. 
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One bond of brotherhood — One common Father- 
For are not brothers kinsmen in their birth ? 

One shepherd and one flock — one love to gather 
Into one fold the kindreds of the earth. 



What — when with eyes awakened from their slumber 
My soul looks out upon this stormy sea — 

Wind — ^water — light — waves without form or number 
Bewildering in their infinity — 

What do I see ? — unmeaning billows surging 
Against a misty shore unknown, untrod ? 

Ah ! no — but lines of endless light converging 
Into one burning point — and that is God. 

And in that point they live — ^are bom — expire — 
Rays from its inmost essence, whose pure light 

In these alone reveals its central fire, 
For rayless solitude were deep as night. 



Or nearer yet — for all the starry spaces 
Are less than one true flash of inward flame, 

And love is larger than the Heavenly places. 
And deeper than the depths from which it came. 
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Blind for a moment to the world without me — 
Deaf to the mjniad voices that I hear — 

A glimmer of Thy glory grows about me — 
O God, I know that Thou art near — too near. 

Too true for knowledge and too near for seeing — 
Only revealed to Thee, Eternal Love ! 

O Love, the stillness of our inmost being 
Is farther from us than the stars above. 

Man cannot see Thee, clasped to Thy embraces : 
Man cannot know Thee, folded to Thy breast : 

He scans the featiures of all other faces. 
But Thine is still invisible, unguessed. 

And still we ask and there is no repljdng. 
Save one low miumur — Faint not in the strife ; 

The only way to Me is endless dying. 
And in My presence there is endless life. 



NATURE WORSHIP. 
I. 

THE GOD WITHOUT. 

Vast, lifeless, masterless, death-nurtured force — 
Huge phantom engine whose revolving wheels 
Rush round in mad and everlasting course 
Till thought itself grows blind and deaf and reels — 

Shall I forget that when thy chaos first 
Broke on my life and with its iron heels 
Crushed down my soul, I yet rose up and cursed 
Thine utmost strength and bade thee do thy worst? 

Yet some there are who bid me bow to thee 

And know that thou art God and thou alone, 
And offer up in silent ecstasy 

My spirit's adoration — kneeling prone, 
And force my wayward isolated will 
Into the world-deep current of thine own. 
Omnipotent, eternal, strong to still 
The fitful murmurs of each wanton rill. 
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Where shall I worship thee ? what altar shrine 
Waits for the offering of my heart's desire ? 
Where dost thou veil thyself in light divine ? 
Is thy Shechinah where the furnace fire 

Kindles the engine-room with hellish glow, 
And day and night with tongues of flaming spire 
Devours the food that makes thy life-blood flow — 
The night-black fuel fi-om the depths below ? 

Or is it where thy maze of whirling steel, 
Thy mighty self-controlled machinery, 
Bewilderingly complex — pulley, wheel. 
Band, cylinder and roller — flash and fly 

With lightning speed around and overhead — 
And iron teeth and humming spindles ply, 
And tear and spin, as fast as they are fed, 
The stuff of primal matter into thread ? 

Or is thine altar in the weaving-room 

Where all day long, though men may come and go, 
Rises the busy uproar of the loom. 
The shriek of shuttles flashing to and fi-o ? 

And are those shrill discordant sounds, that daze 
My listening ear, the harmonies that flow 

From the great key-board of the years, and raise 
Up to thy throne our hymns of prayer and praise ? 
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Oh there perchance — for there thy toil is crowned, 

Where, still the same and still for ever new, 
Soft subtly-woven tissues are unwound 
Of tender texture and harmonious hue — 

Faith, Hope and Love — stars in the darkest night — 
Hands swift to act — Hearts eager to pursue — 
Brave aspirations after truth and right — 
Ideal loveliness — Eternal light. 

But no ; thy fervent votary replies — 

These thy last works, the fairest thou hast planned 
Are dreams, delusions, air-bom phantasies, 

That mock the sight and vanish from the hand : 

Though primal matter, formless and unwrought. 
Be sure and solid as the hills that stand : 
Yet these that thou hast woven — Love and 

Thought— 
Their warp is emptiness — their woof is nought. 

Then all thy life is death, and all thy course 

Without a purpose and without a goal : 
Thine endless waves of ever-wasted force 
On shores of shapeless desolation roll : 

Or does one end for all eternity 
Quicken each part, give meaning to the whole ? 
Is it for this that loom and engine ply — 
To frame a mockery — to weave a lie ? 
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Thou art not blind — ^for thou hast never seen : 

Thou art not dumb — for thou hast never spoken : 
Thou canst not die : for thine has never been 
A living soul — a spirit to be broken : 

Thou dost not weary — ^for thou dost not feel : 
Thou canst not love : thy heart ne'er gave a token 
Of sorrow, or of joy: and shall I kneel 
To thee whose breath is flame, whose blood is steel? 

Not so — ^but rather with indignant heart 

I hurl at thee revolt and hate and scorn. 
And dare to curse thee, tyrant that thou art. 

For the deep wrongs of man whom thou hast borne 

Only to teach him that his pride is shame. 
And every gleam of his triumphant mom — 
Each pure emotion and each lofty aim — 
A lurid shadow of thy furnace flame. 

Thou Moloch whose insatiate jaws of fire 

Consume our offered gifts with scorching breath — 
Our heart's fair children bom but to expire : — 
Thou Juggemaut whose chariot wheels of death 
Grind into dust our suppliant hearts that wait 
Prostrate and prone : — I too profess thy faith. 
And kneeling at thine altar consecrate 
Defiance and anathema and hate. 
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But all in vain : still heedless of the issue 

Thy pistons rise and fall : thy looms unfurl 
Interminable lengths of dream-like tissue : 

And wheels revolve, and spindles hum and whirl 

Thy very dumbness and thy deafness foil 
My proud rebellion, and each curse I hurl 
Is but a groan, a creak for lack of oil, 
A hiss, a sputter where thy waters boil. 



II. 



THE GOD WITHIN. 



Life of my life ! soul of my inmost soul ! 
Pure central point of everlasting light ! 
Creative splendour ! Fountain-head and goal 
Of all the rays that make the darkness bright — 

And pierce the gloom of nothing more and more 
And win new realms from the abyss of night ! 
O God, I veil my eyes and kneel before 
Thy shrine of love and tremble and adore. 

The unfathomable past is but the dawn 
Of thee triumphant rising from the tomb ; 
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And could we deem thy lamp of light withdrawn, 
Back in an instant into primal gloom 

All things that are, all things that time has 
wrought, 
All that shall ever yet unseal the womb 
Of elemental Chaos, swift as thought 
Would melt away and leave a world of nought. 

We gaze in wonder on the starry face 

Of midnight skies, and worship and aspire, 
Yet all the kingdoms of abysmal space 
Are less than thy one point of inmost fire : 
We dare not think of time's unending way. 
Yet present, past, and future would expire, 
And all eternity would pass away 
In thy one moment of intensest day. 

Of old our fathers heard thee when the roll 

Of midnight thunder crashed across the sky : 
I hear thee in the silence of the soul — 
Its very stillness is the majesty 

Of thy mysterious voice, that^moves me more 
Than wrath of tempest as it rushes by. 
Or booming thunder, or the surging roar 
Of seas that storm a never trodden shore. 
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And they beheld thee when the lightning shone, 

And tore the leaden slumber of the storm 
With vivid flame that was and then was gone, 
Whose blaze made blind, whose very breath was 
warm : — 
But I, if I would see thee, pray for grace 
To veil my eyes to every outward form. 
And in the darkness for a moment's space 
I see the splendour of thy cloudless face. 

In thought I climb to Being's utmost brink 
And pass beyond the last imagined star. 
And tremble and grow dizzy while I think — 
But thou are yet more infinitely far, 

O God, from me who breathe the air of sin. 
And I am doomed to traverse worlds that are 
More fathomless to fancy ere I win 
The central altar of the soul within. 

How shall I worship thee ? With speechless awe 

Of guilt that shrinks when innocence is near 
And veils its face : with faith, that ever saw 
Most when its eyes were clouded with a tear : 
With hope, the breath of spirits that aspire : 
Lastly, with love — the grave of every fear. 
The fount of faith, the triumph of desire, 
The burning brightness of thine own white fire. 
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And I have worshipped at no other shrine : 

No other fount has slaked my sacred thirst : 
I never called Humanity divine : 

With all my heart's anathemas I cursed 

The creed that dared to say with priestly tone 
" Forget thyself, or love thy neighbour first," 
I only answered " Could the world atone 
For my lost self? Love God : leave man alone." 

« 

For if indeed thy glory be the goal 

Of every breast that throbs and then is still, — 
He most, who seeks the Heaven of his own soul. 
Toils for his brothers, knows the magic thrill 

Of world-wide fellowship — ^for it must be 
That all are one in oneness with thy will ; — 
But love of man is less than nought to me 
That is not rooted in the love of thee. 

Long held apart in depths of primal night 

O sons of men dead — living — yet unborn — 

Unnumbered rays, faint effluence of one light, 

Ye knew not of each other — lost and lorn ; 

But love and kinship dawned with the desire 

Of God, the well-spring of your glimmering mom. 

And I have dreamed that ye shall yet expire 

Blent each with each in one unfathomed fire. 



i6o NATURE WORSHIP. 

For only love can still the stormy strife 

And calm the winds that rave, the waves that roll, 
And crown the endless aim of nature's life 
And link mankind together-^soul to soul : 

O Love, though dimly guessed, yet even now 
In thy far dawn the nations see their goal, 
And set their faces eastward : what art thou ? 
The last thin veil — the splendour of God's brow. 

O God that dwellest in transcendant light 

Beyond our dreams, who grope in darkness here, 
Beyond imagination's utmost flight, — 

I bless thee most that sometimes when a tear 

Of tender yearning rises unrepressed, 
Lo ! for an instant thou art strangely near — 
Nearer to my own heart than I who rest 
In speechless adoration on thy breast. 



SUNSET AND SEA. 

The river flows down to the sunset : 

The river flows down to the sea ; 
But just where the sunset is brightest, 

The river has ended for me. 
Where the earth and the heaven are mingled 

In rapture of radiant rest, 
And the breadth of the brimming waters 

Lies lost in the burning west 

Yet afar in the hidden distance. 

Beyond the immortal light, 
The stream with its weary windings 

Must wander on through the night — 
Must wander on till the daybreak 

Dawns desolate and forlorn, 
And the waters mirror only 

The wan white clouds of mom. 

And the stream of your days, my darling, 
Flows down to one ardent hour. 

When the sunlight of love descended 
On earth in a golden shower : — 
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THE GOD WITHOUT. 

Vast, lifeless, masterless, death-nurtured force — 
Huge phantom engine whose revolving wheels 
Rush round in mad and everlasting course 
Till thought itself grows blind and deaf and reels- 
Shall I forget that when thy chaos first 
Broke on my life and with its iron heels 

Crushed down my soul, I yet rose up and cursed 
Thine utmost strength and bade thee do thy worst? 

Yet some there are who bid me bow to thee 

And know that thou art God and thou alone, 
And offer up in silent ecstasy 

My spirit's adoration — kneeling prone. 
And force my wayward isolated will 
Into the world-deep current of thine own. 
Omnipotent, eternal, strong to still 
The fitful miumurs of each wanton rill. 
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Where shall I worship thee ? what altar shrine 
Waits for the offering of my heart's desire ? 
Where dost thou veil thyself in light divine ? 
Is thy Shechinah where the furnace fire 

Kindles the engine-room with hellish glow, 
And day and night with tongues of flaming spire 
Devours the food that makes thy life-blood flow — 



The night-black fuel from the depths below ? 

Or is it where thy maze of whirling steel, 
Thy mighty self-controlled machinery, 
Bewilderingly complex — pulley, wheel, 
Band, cylinder and roller — flash and fly 

With lightning speed around and overhead — 
And iron teeth and humming spindles ply. 
And tear and spin, as fast as they are fed, 
The stuff" of primal matter into thread ? 

Or is thine altar in the weaving-room 

Where all day long, though men may come and go. 
Rises the busy uproar of the loom. 
The shriek of shuttles flashing to and fro ? 

And are those shrill discordant sounds, that daze 
My listening ear, the harmonies that flow 

From the great key-board of the years, and raise 
Up to thy throne our hymns of prayer and praise ? 
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The lonely waters rippled by, 

And mirrored in their depths forlorn 
Wan cloudlets hung against the sky, 
Waiting the mom. 



I gazed, and in a moment's space 

Each sweet secluded nook I knew- 
Familiar features of a face 
Long lost to view. 



In yonder reach beneath the wood 

I scarcely stemmed thine eddying flow, 
When showers of spriqj had swelled thy flood 
Once long ago. 

In yonder rushy bed I made 
A little haven for my boat : 
Beneath yon tree in welcome shade 
I lay afloat. 

From bend to bend I knew it all — 

And strove — so sweet the taste had been — 
To drink more deeply and recall 
What was not seen : — 



TO THE ISIS, 165 

To trace thy course beyond the sight, 

By bridge and meadow, wood and weir : 
But no — the days had sunk in night, 
That were so dear. 



And when they changed to clouds and rain, 

I well remember that I sought 
An opiate strong to numb the pain 
That memory wrought. 

And slowly, drop by drop distilled, 
The dewlike Lethe of the years 
Came, and remembered scenes that filled 
My eyes with tears. 

Faded from thought, and sank at last 

Into oblivion's twilight pale. 
And distance drew over the past 
Its dusky veil 

But now I stood, athirst to take 

Some draught as potent to undo — 
To bid each slumbering scene awake 
And live anew. 
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And lo ! the breath of herald breeze, 

That comes before the dawn of day, 
Awoke and rustled through the trees 
And went its way : — 

And wandered wide through wood and glade, 

And startled all things as they slept : 
By fluttering leaf and bending blade 
Its shiver crept 

Thy sleep was ruffled as it passed ; — 
Thy rushes answered with a sigh ; — 
The clouds were stirred that overcast 
Thy mirrored sky. 

It bent the grasses at my feet : 

It fanned my brow : it waved my hair : 
And breathed a fragrance all too sweet 
For earthly air. 

The morning incense of the flowers — 

The delicate perfume distilled 
In chalices by cooling showers 
Or night dews filled — 
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The faint fresh odour wafted near 

In mists invisible of spray 
From foam of evemishing weir 
Or tumbling bay — 

All these and each delicious scent 

Exhaled from hedge, or bush, or bough, 
With fragrance of the hawthorn blent, 
Breathed on my brow. 

I drank the breeze, and drank again 
Panting for joy — ^and as I quaffed, 
It loosed me from the subtle chain 
Of Lethe's draught 



It waked from their enchanted sleep 
Whatever feelings long repressed 
Had lain in slumber hidden deep. 
Deep in my breast 

It set each spell-bound memory free : 

It whispered of departed days : 
It bade me trace again with thee 
Thy winding ways. 
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And lo ! the ice of winter ceased, 

And scenes of beauty loved and lost 
Came like a rushing flood released 
From numbing frost. 

And once again I floated down 

By hidden lock, and wavewom bridge — 
By old grey church — ^by hamlet brown — 
By wooded ridge. 

Whatever streams from distant hills 

Bring tribute waves to swell thy tide : — 
Whatever happy murmuring rills 
To meet thee glide — 

Were flowing now, as once they rolled 

Their languid waves of shadowy green, 
Through meadows golden as of old 
When May was queen. 

By wooded slopes — I knew them all — 

Wandered the peaceful Evenlode : 
By Minster Lovell's ruined hall 
The Windrush flowed 
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Old elm trees stirring to the breeze 

In depths of Cherwell mirrored lay : 
By curving lines of willow trees 
Thame wound his way. 

No need for sight to vouch the truth : 

In fancy through their fields I ranged : 
In Nature's everlasting youth 
They lay unchanged, — 

Untouched by time's transforming spell — 

Unravaged by the blight of years : — 
But oh ! from what mysterious well 
Rose blinding tears ? 

Whence did it come that while I deemed 

My bliss was innocent of pain, 
In one sweet instant, lo ! I dreamed 
And woke again? 

Alas ! I could not choose but think 

What passing years had wrought for me, 
Since last I hung upon thy brink 
And gazed on thee. 
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For I remember once I bent 

Over thy waters dark as death : 
And heard them murmur as they went 
Unseen beneath. 



Dark clouds had veiled the midnight moon : 

The nightwind moaned and shivered by : 
I spake to thee and craved a boon, 
Nor stayed reply. 

I bade thee whisper words from me, 

Or be thyself my message sweet 
To one who dwelt where rising sea 
And river meet 

I have no message now to give : 

My heart grew silent long ago : 
Love was too fair a flower to live — 
Too sweet to blow. 



No message — but the old grey bridge 
Stands with its pointed arches stiH : 
And woodlands crown the lowly ridge 
Of Fyfield hill. 
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No message — and my life-stream flows 
In channels unforeseen and strange : 
With whirling speed its current goes 
From change to change. 

Old friends are lost : new friends are won ; 

I have not time to breathe a sigh : 
This task is ended — that begun : 
I know not why. 

The act is past : the curtain falls ; 
And rises on an altered scene : 
And soon the mind no more recalls 
What once had been. 



And alien hills, and alien woods 

Are charmed into familiar ground: 
While paths in friendly solitudes 
May scarce be found. 

And scenes and faces come and go, 

Like phantom pageants in a dream 
And streaks of sunlight fall below 
With fitful gleam. 
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And sometimes out of my despair 

I cry aloud— No pause — ^no peace- 
Is there no belt of upper air 

Where storm winds cease ? 



No depths of sleep to underlie 

These whirling eddies of my life ? 
No stillness of eternity 

To hush this strife ? 



No thread of purpose in the days, 

To stay them as they take their flight ? 
No clue to this unmeaning maze 
Of sound and light ? 



Oh ! into such a cry of pain 

The rapture of that moment died : 
Was it for this, and all in vain 
I sought thy side ? 

I wronged thee : Nature ne'er repelled 

The faith of him who went apart 
To commune with her — ne'er withheld 
From such her heart. 
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She bids us weep and we obey : 

A film of sorrow blinds our eyes : 
But her warm kisses wipe away 
The tears that rise. 



Ay even then the very thought, 

That turned my gladness into grief, 
Itself made whole the wounds it wrought, 
And breathed relief. 



Thou changest not — and yet I know 

That there is endless change in thee : 
Drop after drop, thy waters flow 
From source to sea. 

Thy life is change : those bells of foam, 
Those eddies are thy being's breath : 
If e'er thy wanderings found a home, 
That home were death. 



The meadows that thou glidest by. 

The leaves that deck yon hanging wood, 
The woodland flowerets change and di< 
And are renewed. 
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Yet all is as it was before, 

When first to this dear haunt I came, 
And thou who changest evermore 
Art still the same. 

O deep consoling mystery, 

Subdue my doubts and calm my fears : 
The lesson that I learn of thee 
Condemns my tears. 

Through endless change unaltered still, 
Thou movest, true to Nature's plan — 
Is she less able to fulfil 
Her end in man ? 

Is there no central calm within 

To match this living peace without — 
No changelessness ? Forgive the sin 
Of such a doubt. 



For change and chance and stir and strife. 

Are signs to him, who reads aright, 
Of one self-same unchanging life 
Beyond the sight. 
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Unalterable^-calm — serene, 

It listens while the tempest raves, 
Like Ocean's deeper self unseen 
Beneath the waves. 

The turmoil of each passing day — 

The restless swapng to and fro 
Were not, unless the great sea lay 
Unmoved below. 

Life's fever tells of inward rest — 

Eternal stillness laps us round — 
And somewhere deep in Nature's breast 
Is peace profound. 



STANDING STILL. 

God be praised that I stand at last 
Facing the enemy, rifle in hand : 

Hist ! how the bullets whistle past — 
And still we wait the word of command, 

Though our fellows are dropping fast. 

When will it be my turn, I wonder : 
Where and how am I doomed to die ? 

Will a sword-blade cleave my skull asunder. 
Or the lightning-flash from a battery 

Strike me dead ere I hear its thunder ? 

Will one of those whistling bullets bring 
The message of doom, or worse than all 

Will a crashing shell leap in and fling 
Fragments of death, or shall I fall 

Where bayonets clash and ring ? 

Or is it a boon too precious by far — 
Too blest a fate — ^to die as I stand — 

Death 'mid the press and clamour of war — 
Death red and hot for the motherland — 

For the land where the dear ones are ? 
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Mother of nations ! Mother of men 1 

I drank in life at thy Titan breast : 
Thine arms of love were around me then, 

And if ever I muse how my birth was blest 
I am clasped to thy heart again. 

Mistress of empires ! Queen of the sea ! 

The pulse of a strong exultant hope 
Beats in thy breast till it beats in me : 

Thou hast given my life an unbounded scope : 
I am proud in the pride of thee. 

I reap the fruit of the toil and tears, 

Of the deeds of heroes that made thee great ; 

Of the travail throes of a thousand years — 
Of the patient courage that conquered fate — 

Of doubts and despairing fears. 

Each drop of blood that thy children shed — 
Each spasm of pain that broke their breath — 

For me they suffered — for me they bled : — 
O mother's love, I am dumb till death : 

I could speak were I cold and dead. 

Thou knowest how often I strove to break 
The fetters of speech for a moment's space : — 

M 



178 STANDING STILL. 

How love grew a thirst that I yearned to slake — 

How I prayed that Heaven would grant me grace 
To strike one blow for thy sake. 

One blow for England — however light — 
One drop in the stream of her ample life — 

One breaking bubble — one foambell white 
In one of those whirlpools of eddying strife 

That mark her resistless might. 

And here I stand — and the fates fulfil 

My heart's one wish — my devoutest prayer : 

I am standing obedient to England's will ; — 
Not mine to ask how my comrades fare : — 

She has bidden me stand here stilL 

I murmur not : I am more than blest ; 

She has found me a foot of earth to defend : 
She has marked me the way I may serve her best : 

She judges the issue : she knows the end : — 
Mine to work — be the meaning unguessed. 

So little a work — ^but I thank God most 
For this — that the issue itself is large — 

That all may serve it, and none may boast : 
The pulse beats high in a cavalry charg 

Is it nothing to hold one's post — 
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When shells are screaming to left and right ? 

When grape is falling in scathing showers ? 
I stand here still with as stem delight, 

As ever in fierce exultant hours 
Bade hearts beat fast for the fight 

Mother of nations ! and if I fell 
I dare to dream thy love would spare 

A sigh — it may be a tear — ah 1 well, 
I hear the voice that accepts my prayer 

In the scream of the passing shell. 



FOR ENGLAND'S SAKE. 

Stand steady, Lads ! for dear old England's sake : 
Let shot and shell and bullet do their worst: 

Stand firm as rocks when raging billows break: 
Stand steady, Lads ! the storm will soon have burst. 

Cool heads — cool hands for dear old England's sake: 
Fire low — ^lads! low: take calm unflinching aim : 

Remember England's honour is at stake : 
Cool heads — cool hands — but hearts of living flame. 

Yes — hearts aflame for dear old England's sake : 
A deep desire to strike one weighty blow : — 

Death — death alone or victory shall slake 
Hearts all aflame to mingle with the foe. 

One fierce hurrah for dear old England's sake : 
One English yell — ^and let the foemen hear: 

Clear through the roar of battle let it break — 
One fierce hurrah — one stem exultant cheer. 
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Come death itself for dear old England's sake : 
True English soldiers know not how to fly : 

Each took his bidden post when England spake : 
Come death itself if England bids us die. 



THE HEAVY BRIGADE. 
Oct 1854. 

The word was given : I held my breath : 
There stood the enemy — ten to one : 

No time to dream about wounds or death : 
The greater the odds, the fiercer the fun. 

Our Colonel led us, and oflf we dashed : 

Hope thrilled our hearts as the gallop began : 

Hope rose to rapture as in we crashed, 
Charger on charger, and man on man. 

It is ringing yet — the wild Irish cheer — 
The wild free yell that rose on our right : 

And the Greys beside me — ah ! yes I hear 
Their low deep long-drawn moan of delight. 

Straight as an arrow that cleaves its way 
Into the heart of the stubborn wood — 

Each drove his steed on the dense array. 
Piercing the Russian ranks as they stood. 
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A few bright minutes of flashing steel — 
Clashing and flashing to right and left : 

My blood flowed fast, but I could not feel — 
Though I knew when shako and skull were cleft. 

These long grey cloaks — ^how they foiled our blows, 
Baffling our blades as we drove them in — 

Till mad with rage in our stirrups we rose. 
And heads were cloven from crown to chin. 

A yell of triumph on either side. 

That nerved each arm for a weightier blow ! 
And, full and fresh as a surging tide. 

New squadrons rolled on the flagging foe. 

A minute more — then a ringing cheer — 
The dense grey mass was riven in twain : 

We passed beyond it into the clear, 

And formed and rallied and charged again. 

Back through the throng with a sterner shout : 
Then came the moment for which we bled : 

The deep ranks wavered and opened out. 
Swayed, reeled and scattered, and broke and fled. 



HIDDEN DEPTHS. 

Nay dearest, do not lean on me, 
Nor let thy fond and fragile form 

Cling to my breast — ^my love ! my own ! 
Thy sweet confiding faith would be 
A prop to stay me in life's storm — 
And I must stand alone — alone. 

And do not seek to know too well 
The deepest secrets of my soul : 
Nor in my lore be overwise. 
Nay — if I could, I would not tell, 

For straightway waves of flame would roll 
Before my darling's dazzled eyes. 

And not the endless plummet-line 
Of thy dear love could ever reach 
The bottom of this well of fire — 
The seafloor of this heart of mine — 
This stormy sea without a beach — 
Where wonder, doubt and dread desire 
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Are swirling currents, free and swift, 
Of wind or water, light or flame, 
That wander myriad fathoms deep. 
And bear about, and whirl and lift 
The sounding lead with aimless aim. 
Mocking the course it cannot keep. 

I little care that alien eyes 
Should misinterpret what they see. 
Or what they see not — ^being blind ; 
But tears of bitter anguish rise. 
That even my beloved in me 

No rock, no resting-place may find. 

And yet they say the solid hill. 

The granite wall that breaks the blast. 
Rolled molten billows long ago. 
That slowly — yielding to God's will — 
Grew cold, and knew that they were cast 
In iron moulds, and ceased to flow. 

And haply what they tell is true, 
And — mastered by eternity — 

These fiery waves of seething spray 
Will change to peaks that pierce the blue, 
And from their heights my love and I 
Shall wait the breaking of the day. 



SONNETS TO AN IMAGINARY BEING. 

Ah, me ! my love, I was afraid to love you 

In those old days when you might yet be won, 
For you were golden as the sun above you, 

And I too blind to look upon the sun. 
Forgive me, dearest, that my love was weak 

As callow eaglet in the sight of you. 
Its fluttering feathers yet untrained to seek 

The midday spaces of ethereal blue. 
Forgive me, dearest, that my heart's desire 

Was yet enthralled to false humility : 
Time teaches me that worship should aspire. 

That Love's true bondsman should be proudly free. 
Time gives me eagle wings : Time makes me bold 
To face the noonday's depths of molten gold. 

Far hence in depths of cliff-girt solitude — 

In icy gorges unexplored of man — 
My heart-springs are eternally renewed, 

For there the river of my love began. 
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Far hence : no whirling waters, free as air, 

Thundered in chasm or flashed from precipice. 
But frozen billows — torrents of despair — 

Rolled down the gorge their cataract of ice : 
Until the smile of you, my summer sun, 

Melted to tears the winter of their sleep. 
And straight the fettered waves, their freedom won, 

Rushed into life and sprang from steep to steep — 
Leaping the cliffs in sheets of fitful spray, 
Rending the rocks that rose to bar their way. 

But once the eager torrent leaped from sight 

Into a yawning chasm as deep as Hell, 
And never ceasing mists of flashing white 

Rose up in smoke of thunder as it fell. 
And in that infinite abyss of foam 

The river vanished, and was seen no more, 
And I half feared that it had found its home 

In Stygian darkness of some nether shore. 
Till your sweet sunshine wove the mists of spray 

Into a rainbow beautiful as hope. 
And by the guidance of its sudden ray 

I saw below the vanished waters grope 
Their blinded course — bewildered by the shock — 
Through dungeon walls of overarching rocL 



THE RIDDLE GUESSED. 

I was weary — I had long been thinking — 

And my soul was full of doubt : 
For the old mysterious riddle vexed me, 

And I could not think it out 
I was weary and my brow was fevered 

And I sighed " no hope — ^no clue : 
Life and death have you no inner meaning ? 

Is there nothing lost in you ? " 

Then it happened that your eyes, mj darling. 

Shone upon me calm and clear : 
And it happened that your rippling accents 

Stole like music on my ear. 
And at once each baffling doubt was answered. 

And I breathed as one set free: 
And at once a film of blindness melted. 

And my eyes had light to see. 

Love, the whole wide world may fall in ruins 

But it cannot shake my faith ; 
I will face without a fear the darkness 

And the mystery of death. 
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When you looked at me, I guessed life's riddle : 
When you spoke, the clue was found : 

Now I know that Nature has a meaning, 
And that life shall yet be crowned. 
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use of Modem Schools. Sniall Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price \s. 6d. 

BOWRING (L.), C.S.I. 

Eastern Experiences. 

Illustrated with Maps and Diagrams. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price i6s. 

BOWRING (Sir John). 

Autobiographical Recollections. 
With Memoir by Lewin B. Bowring. 
Demy Svo. Price 14s, 

BRADLEY (F. H.). 

Ethical Studies. Critical 
Essays in Moral Philosophy. Large 
post 8vo. Cloth, price 9^ . 



BRADLEY (F. U,)— continued, 
Mr. Sid^wick's Hedonism : 

an Examination of the Main Argu- 
ment of "The Methods of Ethics." 
Demy Svo., sewed, price u. 6d. 

Brave Men's Footsteps. 

By the Editor of " Men who have 
Risen.'* A Book of Example aiid 
Anecdote for Young People. With 
Four Illustrations by C. Doyle. 
Fifth Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 3*. 6d. 

BRIALMONT (Col. A.). 

Hasty Intrenchments. 

Translated by Lieut Charles A. 
Empson, R. A. With Nine Plates. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price 6*. 

BROOKE (Rev. J. M. S.), M. A. 

Heart, be Still. A Sermon 
preached in Holy Trinity Church, 
Southall. Impenal 32mo. Sewedi 
price 6d. 

BROOKE (Rev. S. A.), M.A. 

The Late Rev. F. W. Ro- 
bertson, M.A., Life and Letters 
of. Edited by. 

I. Uniform with the Sermons. 
2 vols. With Steel Portrait. Price 
7^ . 6d. 

II. Library Edition. Svo. "^th 
Two Steel Portraits. Price lax. 

III. A^ Popular Edition, in x vol. 
Svo. Price 6s. 

Theology in the English 

Poets. — COWPER, COLKRIDGB, 

Wordsworth, and Burns. Third 
Edition. Post Svo. Cloth, price 9^. 

Christ in Modem Life. 

Thirteenth Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 7*. 6d. 

Sermons. First Series. Tenth 
Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Sermons. Second Series. 
TKird Editioa Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 7*. • 

The Fight of Faith. Ser- 
mons preached on various occasions. 
Third Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price fs. 6d, 

Frederick Denison Maurice: 

The Life and Work of. A Memorial 
Sermon. Crown Svo. Sewed, price ix. 
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BROOKK(W. O.). M.A. 



Six Privy Council Judg- 
ments- 1830-1872, Annolnwd b». 
Third Edition. Crowu Bvo. Clotf., 



Malley. Vul. I. 410. Cloth, 

BROWN (Rev. J. Baldwin). B.A. 
The Higher Life. TtsKealUy, 
EKPerimce, and Deainy, Fourth 
Edfeon. Urm™ S1.0. 6o.h, price 



u^^'wilti TrcEs, Uerbi^, ~ei\& Itusli. 
Den; 9vo. asth, pries lu, 6^. 
The Hydrology of Southern 
Africa. Dtmy B™. Clolli, Brie* 

BRYANT (W. C.) 

Poems. Red-line Editioo. 
With M inu«niH<His and PoRmlL of 
UitAuiW. CtowDS™. aothexQa, 



A Jhcopcr Edidwi, wiih Froiitis- 
pi«e. Small crown Svo. Uolh, price 

BUCHANAN (Robert). 
Poetical Works. Collected 
Edition, in 3 vols,, wiih Ponraic. 
CrowB Bvo. Cloth, price 6r, eacii. 
Master- Spirits. Post 8vo. 
Cloth, price loi. 6d. 

BULKEI,EY(Rev. H. J.). 
Walled in, and other Poems. 



BU RCKHARDT (Jacob). 
The Civilization of the Pe- 
riod odhe R<niiMai.« in Ilaly. 
A,illiori«d liaiflation, by S. G. C. 
MiilJIcnmte. j uoJi. Deniy SvO. 
Cloih. price HI. 

BURTON (Mrs. Ricbard). 
The Inner Life of Sytia, 
PalcBIine, and the Holy I ' 
With Mnp-^, Photasnphj. 
CiJoiired Plalei. » voK S 
Kilition. Demy Bvo. Qolh, 

BURTON (Capt. Bkl 
The Gold Mines of MiiUaii 
and the Ruined Mldlanlic 
Citiei. A FoTtniehCs Tour in 

mKou! inusIH.tiooi.%eoqd Blj; 

tioii, Semv Svo. aotli, price 181. 

CALDERON- 

Cttlderon'B 



Dramas : The 

Purealory of St. 
ttlnled by Den!* 
juthy. Poit 8«k'j 



CARLISLE (A. D.), B. A. ■ 

Round the World in 1870. 
A Volume of Travels, iifiih Mi^k. 
New and CheapEt Edilion. Demy 



CARPENTER (E.). 



B.), LUO., 



CARPENTER (W. 
M.D., F.R.S.. Ac. 
The Principles of Mental 

Physiology. With Ibwr Apnllea. 
lions lo Ihe Training and DiKipllne 
of Ihe Mind, and liie Study ot Ita 

Morbid Condidou. ItliutfaUd. 
Fourth Edition. Svn. Qatti. [«c* 
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CHAPMAN (Hon. Mrs. E. W.). 

A Constant Heart. A Story. 
3 vols. Cloth, gilt tops, price i2s. 

Chtldren's Toys, and some 

Elementary Lessons in General 
Knowledge which they teach. _ Illus- 
trated. Crovm 8vo. Cloth, price $5. 

CHRISTOPHERSON (The late 
Rev. Henry), M.A. 

Sermons. With an Intro- 
duction by John Rae, LL.D., F.S.A. 
Second Series. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

CLERK (Mrs. Godfrey). 

'lUm en Nis. Historical 
Tales and Anecdotes of the Times 
of the Early Khalifahs.^ Translated 
from the Arabic Originals. Illus- 
trated with Historical and Explana- 
tory Notes. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
7*. 

CLERY(C.), Capt. 
Minor Tactics. With 26 

Maj[» and Plans. Third and revised 
Edition. DemySvo. Cloth, price i6f. 

CLODD (Edward), F.R.A.S. 

The Childhood of the 
World : a Simple Account of Man 
in Early Times. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 

A Special Edition for Schools. 
Price IS. 

The Childhood of Reli- 
gions. Including a Simple Account 
of the Birth and Growth of Myths 
and Legends. Third Thousand. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price $s. 

A Special Edition for Schools. 
Price IS. 6d. 

COLERIDGE (Sara). 

Pretty Lessons in Verse 
for Good Children, with some 
Lessons in Latin, in Easy Rhyme. 
A New Edition. Illustrated. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d: 

Phantasmion. A Fairy Tale. 

With an Introductory Preface by the 
Right Hon. Lord Coleridge, of 
Ottery St. Mary. A New Edition. 
Illustrated. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price js. 6d, 



COLERIDGE {^zxa)— continued. 

Memoir and Letters of Sara 

Coleridge. Edited by her Daughter. 
With Index, a vols. With Two 
Portraits. Third Edition, Revised 
and Corrected. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 24r. 

Cheap Edition. With one Portrait. 
Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

COLLINS (Mortimer). 
Inn of Strange Meetings, 
and other Poems. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5^. 

COLLINS (Rev. R.), M.A. 
Missionary Enterprise in 

the East. With special reference 
to the Syrian Christians of Makd>ar, 
and the results of modem Missions. 
With Four Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

CONGREVE (Richard), M.A., 
M.R.C.P.L. 

Human Catholicism. Two 

Sermons delivered at the Posidvist 
School on the Festival of Humanity, 
87 and 88, January i, 1875 and T876. 
Demy 8vo. Sewed, price zs. 

Religion of Humanity ; the 
Annual Address delivered at the 
Positivist School, 19, Chapel-street, 
Lamb's Conduit-street, W.C., on the 
Festival of Humanity, January i, 
1878. 

COOKE (M. C), M.A., LL.D. 
Fungi; their Nature, Influ- 
ences, Uses, &c. Edited by the Rev. 
M. J. Berkeley, M.A., F. L. S. 
With Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Volume XIV. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

COOKE (Prof J. P.) 
The New Cfhemistry. With 
31 Illustrations. Fourth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Volume IX. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

Scientific Culture. Crown 

8vo. Cloth, price is. 
COOPER (T. T.), F.R.G.S. 
The Mishmee Hills: an 

Account of a Journey made in an 
Attempt to Penetrate Thibet from 
Assam, to open New Routes for 
Commerce. Second Edition. With 
Four Illustrations and Map. Post 
8va Cloth, price los. 6tL 




Half-a-DoKD Daugliten. I 

J. MsHKroian. 

The Hqubc of Raby. ByMn. I 

A™^iin tor Life. By M. 



Ho. G. L, Banks. 



SlUQI 



1 Wife 



, Jdlii 



By John SaundcFi. 
CORY (Lleul. Col. Arthur). 
The Eastern Menscc; or, 
Shadgwi of Coming Evenis. 

lone. A Foem in Four Parts. 



Cosmos. 



h, prtce 



COX (Rev. SirO. \ 



COX (Re 
Salvator Mundi ; or, II^ 

" ■ jf»llM=Dl Fifth. 

bamon. Liown Duo. CJiHh, price f 

CRBSSWELL (Hn. G.). 

The King's Banner. Dnuna 

in Four Ana. Five llluMratiDiti. 
4Ia Cloth, price loi. 6d. 
CROMPTON (Henry). 
Industrial ConciUatioo> 

Fcap, Bva, Cloth, price u, 6J. 



CUHWEN (Henry). 
Sorrow and Song: Studits 

of LiLcmry Slrugffle- Henry Unicor 
— Novilis— Aleunder PetBfl— Hw- 
or( de Baliac — Edgar '"" 
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Dca.y avo. Uloih, price 361. 
The Mythology of the 
Aryan Nationa, Nt« Edition, i 
TDlj. DeoiySvo, Clolh, pricB aSi. 
AGcneralHistoryofQreece 
fnun the Eulieil Period to the Deilli 
of Alenwler the Great, with a tletcli 
of the Hihie^uenl Hiilorr 10 the 
preseiit Lime. New Edirion. Crown 

Talcs of Ancient Greece. 

Ne<r Edition. SidhH Crawn evD. 

L1ulh, price 6>. 

School History of Greece. 

With Mapt. New Ediiioa. Fcap. 

Bvo. CUah. price ji. 6rf, 

The Great Persian War 

from the HisteHu of Herodntiu- 

Now Edition. Kcap. Bvo. Cloth, 

price y- M. 

A Manual of Mythology 



> YoU. CfOWB 

DANCE(Rev. C. D.). 

Recolleclionsof PourYeirs 

in Veneiuela. With Three llhu- 
traiioni and a Map, Cr«rwB StOt 
Clolh, price ;r. W. 
D'ANVERS(N. R.). 

The Suez Canal: Letter* . 
- ! of jii ' 

hy. Demy Bvo. Cloth, price 

Little Minnie's Trouble!. 

Ad Every.€lity Chronide. With Poor 
Uluatiatums hy W. H. Hil(bc& 

Fcap. Clolh, price ji. 6d, 

Pixie's Adventures ; or, the 



ThcNewTestament,trans- 
laied from the Lateil Otsek 
Text of Tiachendorf. A new and 

thoroughly revised Ediiioa. Po« 
B»Q. Qoth, price .0.. &i 
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DAVIES (G. Christopher). 
Mountain, Meadow, and 
Mere : a Series of Outdoor Sketches 
of Sport, Scenery, Adventures, and 
Natural History. With Sixteen Il- 
lustrations by Bosworth W. Har- 
court. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 

Rambles and Adventures 
of Our School Field Club. With 
Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5«. 

DAVIES (Rev. J. L.), M.A. 
Theology and Morality. 

Essays on Questions of Belief and 
Practice. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

DAWSON (George), M.A. 
Prayers, with a Discourse 

on Prayer. Edited by his Wife. 
Fifth Edition. Crown Bvo. Price dr. 

Sermons on Disputed 
Points and Special Occasions. 
Edited by his Wife. Third Edition. 
Crown Bvo. Cloth, price 6j. 

Sermons on Daily Life and 

Duty. Edited by his Wife. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6f . 

DE L»HOSTE (Col. E. P.). 
The Desert Pastor, Jean 

Jarousseau. Translated from the 
French of Eugene Pelletan. With a 
Frontispiece. New Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d, 

DENNIS (J.). 
English Sonnets. Collected 

and Arranged. Elegantly bound. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 3;. td. 

DE REDCLIFFE (Viscount 
Stratford), P.C., K.G., G.C.B. 

Why am I a Christian ? 

Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3*. 

DESPREZ (Philip S.). 
Daniel and John; or, the 

Apocalypse of the Old and that of 
the New Testament. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price i2j. 

DE TOCQUEVILLE (A.). 
Correspondence and Con- 
versations of, with Nassau Wil- 
liam Senior, from z8^ to iSsg. 
Edited by M. C. M. Simpson, a 
vols. Post 8vo. Cloth, price au. 
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DE VERE (Aubrey). 

Alexander the Great. A 
Dramatic Poem. Small crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5J. 

The Infant Bridal, and 
Other Poems. A New and En- 
larged Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price ^s. 6d. 

The Legends of St. Patrick, 
and Other Poems. Small crown 
8va Cloth, price 5; . 

St. Thomas of Canterbury. 

A Dramatic Poem. Large fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5^. 

Antar and Zara : an Eastern 

Romance. Ikisfail, and other 
Poems, Meditative and Lyrical. 
Fcap. 8vo. Price 6j. 

The Fall of Rora, the 
Search after Proserpine, and 
other Poems, Meditative and LyricaL 
Fcap. 8vo. Price 6s, 

DOBSON (Austin). 

Vignettes in Rhyme and 

Vers de Society. Third Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5;. 

Proverbs in Porcelain. By 

the Author of " Vignettes in Rhyme 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

DOWDEN (Edward), LL.D. 
Shakspere : a Critical Study 

of his Mind and Art. Third Edition. 
Large Post 8vo. Cloth, price im. 

Studies in Literature, 1789- 
1877. Large Post 8vo. Cloth, price 
1 2 J. 

Poems. Second Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

DOWNTON (Rev. H.), M.A. 
Hymns and Verses. Ori- 

, ginal and Translated. Small crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3^ . 6d. 

DRAPER (J. W.), M.D., LL.D. 

History of the Conflict be- 
tween Religion and Science. 
Eleventh Edition. Crown 8va Cloth, 
price ss. 

Volume XI 1 1, of The International 
Scientific Series. 
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Cloii, pi 

Nazareth : Its Life ai 

I^iBons. Thiid EditioD. Cro 

B.o. Clolh, price 51. 

The Divine Kingdom 1 

Enrth BS it ia In Henvcu. S 

Qoth, price lof. td. 

The Son of Man: Ilis Life 



DREWEY(G. O.), M.D. 



Cup and Platter : or, Notes 
oflFandandlLsEffuu. Sraall Gvo. 
Cloih, price u. W. 
DRUMHOND(MiM). 
Tripps Buildings. ASludy 



„-inUfe, wilh , 

cto*n Bvo. Clmh, price 31. td. 

DU RAND (Lady). 
Imitations from the Ger- 
raao pf Spitta end Tentegen 
Fcap.8vo. Cloth, price 41. 

□U VERNOIS (Col. von VerdyX 
Studies in leading Troops. 
Ad nQthoriied and accuiaM Tre 
iBti™ by Lieuttninl H. I. 
HildTHTd, Tist FoQL Pant I. I 
H. DemySvo. Clolh, price ji. 

EDEN (Frederick). 
The Nile withotil 
Draeoman. Second Edici 
Crown Bvo. Doih, prict 71. td. 

EDMONDS (Herbert). 
Well Spent Lives : 3. Sei 



JK &£ ; pver, price u. M. 





Poems. Edited by Ms son, J 
the Rev. Edwin EIHoLt, of Si. Jolm'i, 1 
Anitgua. ivoIl CniwnBvo. Clolh, . | 

ELSDALE (Henry). 
Studies in Tennyson's I 
Idylls. CmwnEra. Cloth, price ' 

ENGLISH CLERGYMAN. , 

An Essay on the Rule of 
- -■ Cricdof Athan 




aotb, 
price loj. 6A 
EVANS (Mark). 
The Gospel of Home Life^ 
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EYRE (MaJ.-Gen. Sir V.), C.B., 
K.C.S.I.,&c. 

Lays of a Knight -Errant 
in many Lands. Square crown 
8vo. With Six Illustrations. Cloth, 
price ^5. td. 

FARQUHARSON (M.). 
L Elsie Dinsmore. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3^. td, 

IL Elsie's Girlhood. Crown 

8vo. Cloth, price 3*. td. 

II L Elsie's Holidays at 
Roselands. Crown 8vo. 

Cloth, price 3^. td, 

FERRIS (Henry Weybridgc). 
Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 

price 5*. 

FINN (the late James), M.R.A.S. 
Stirring Times ; or, Records 
from Jerusalem Consular Chronicles 
of 1853 to 1856. Edited and Com- 
piled by his Widow. With a Preface 
by the Viscountess Strangford. 
2 vols. Demy 8vo. Price 30J. 

FLEMING (James), D.D. 
Early Chnstian Witnesses ; 

or. Testimonies of the First Cen- 
turies to the Truth of Christianity. 
Small crown 8vo. Cloth, price 35. td. 

Folkestone Ritual Case 

(The). The Argument, Proceedings 

Judgpoient, and Report, revised by 

the several Counsel engaged. Demy 

8vo. Cloth, price 25J. 

FOOTMAN (Rev. H.), M.A. 
From Home and Back ; or, 

Some Aspects of Sin as seen in the 
Light of the Parable of the ProdigaL 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price sr. 

FOWLE (Rev. Edmund). 
Latin Primer Rules made 

Easy. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3;. 

FOWLE (Rev. T. W.), M.A. 
The Reconciliation of Re- 
ligion and Science. _ Being Essays 
on Immortality, Inspiration, Mira- 
cles, and the Being of Christ. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price zof. td. 

FOX-BOURNE (H. R.X 
The Life of John Locke, 
1633— 1704. a vols. Demy 8va 
Cloth, price aSx. 



FRASER (Donald). 
Exchange Tables of Ster- 
ling and Indian Rupee Curren- 
cy, upon a new and extended system, 
embracing Values from One Far- 
thing to One Hundred Thousand 
Pounds, and at Rates progressing, in 
Sixteenths of a Penny, from xs. grf. to 
2J. %d. per Rupee. Royal 8vo. 
Cloth, price lof. td. 

FRISWELL (J. Hain). 
The Better Self. Essays for 
Home Life. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price ts. 

One of Two; or, A Left- 

Handed Bride. With a Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3; . td. 
FYTCHE (Lieut.-Gen. Albert), 
C.S.I., late Chief Commissioner of 
British Burma. 

Burma Past and Present, 

with Personal Reminiscences of the 
Country. With Steel Portraits, Chro- 
molithographs, Engravings on Wood, 
and Map. 2 vols. Demy8vo. Cloth, 
price 30J. 

GAMBIER(Capt. J. W.), R.N. 
Servia. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 

_, price 5J. 

Gardner (h.). 
Sunflowers. A Book of 
Verses. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

GARDNER (J.), M.D. 

Longevity : The Means of 
Prolonging Life after Middle 
Aee. Fourth Edition, revised and 
enlarged. Small crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 4r. 
GARRETT (E.). 
By Still Waters. A Story 

for Quiet Hours. With Seven Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ts. 

G. H. T. 
Verses, mostly written in India. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ts. 

GIBBON (Charles). 
For Lack of Gold. With a 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Illustrated 
Boards, price 2J. 

Robin Gray. With a Fron- 
tispiece. Crown 8vo. Illustrated 
boards, price 2^. 
GILBERT (Mrs.). 

Autobio^aphy and other 
Memorials. Edited by Josiah 
Gilbert. Third Edition. With Por- 
trait and several Wood Engravings. 
Crown Svo. Qoth, price ^t, td. 




Oif°nL 



QODKIN aames). 
The Religious History oT 
Ireland: Primitive, Psval, and 
ProleMiint. Including the Evange- 

h Pr^ieB of the iast half 



li«d Mi» 
and ChuK. 



im). 



: His 



By C Kwan Paul, j vols. Demy 

Sto. Cloth, price iSi. 

The Genius of Chriatianity 

Unveiled, Being Essays never 
before publbhed. Edited, with a 
Preface, by C. Kraan PsuL Crown 
Sva aoLh, price 71. 6ii. 

QOETZB (Capt A. von). 
Operations of the German 
Englneera during Ihe War at 
1870-1871. Published by Authoiil 




GOULD (Rev. S. Burioe), M.A, ( 

The Vicar of Morwenstow^ 

a Memoir of the Rev. R. S ~ " 

With Portrait. Third E ._ 

viied. Square post 3 vo. a-xi,m.Sii, 




GRANVILLE (A. B.I, 
F.R.S..&G. 

Autobiography of 
Qranville, P.R.S., etc. 



F.R.S..&G. 

A. B. 

Edited, 

-.-...^ Lnttd'lheconcIudmA 

Ers of hi* life, by hi* yonnEoic 
lighter, Paulina B. Granville. - > 
vols. With a Poitisit. Second Edi- 
tion. Demy Svo. Cloth, pc" 

GREy(John), ofDIIstDK. 

Jofin Grey (of Dilston) t ' 

Memoirs. By Josephine E. Builr- 
New and Revised Edition. Crol 



QRIFPITHB (Capt. Arthur). 
Memorials of Millbanlc,and 
Chapters in PHaan Hialoty. 
With lllustrariani by R. Goff and 
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HABCKEL (Prof. Ernst). 
The History of Creation. 

Translation revised by Professor £. 
Ray Lankester, M.A., F.R.S. With 
Coloured Plates and Genealogical 
Trees of the various groups of both 
plants and animals, a vols. Second 
Edition. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 32X. 

The History of the Evolu- 
tion of Man. With numerous Il- 
lustrations. 3 vols. Post 8vo. 

HAKE (A. Egmont). 

Paris Originals, with twenty 
etchings, by Leon Richeton. Large 
post 8vo. Cloth, price 14^. 

Halleck's International 

Law; or, Rules Regulating the 
Intercourse of States in Peace and 
War. A New Edition, revised, with 
Notes and Cases. By Sir Sherston 
Baker, Bart. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 38J. 

HARCOURT (Capt A. F. P.X 
The Shakespeare Argosy. 

Containing much of the wealth of 
Shakespeare's Wisdom and Wit, 
alphabetically arranged and classi- 
fied. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

HARDY (Thomas). 

A Pair of Blue Eyes. New 

Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s, 

HARRISON (Lieut.-CoL R.). 

The Officer's Memoran- 
dum Book^ for Peace and War. 
Second Edition. Oblong 32mo. 
roan, elastic band and pencil, price 
3^. 6d. ; russia, $5. 

HAWEIS(Rev. H. R.), M.A. 

Current Coin. Materialism — 
The Devil — Crime — Drunkenness — 
Pauperism — Emotion — Recreation — 
The Sabbath. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s, 

Speech in Season. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8va Cloth, price 
9*- 

Thoughts for the Times. 
Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price ft. 6d. 



HAWEIS(Rev. H. R.)-conHnued, 
Unsectarian Family 
Prayers, for Morning and Evening 
for a Week, with short selected 
passages from the Bible. Second 
Edition. Square crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3^. 6d. 

Arrows in the Air. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

HAYMAN (H.), D. D. , late Head 
Master of Rugby School. 

Rugby School Sermons. 

With an Introductory Essay on the 
Indwelling of the Holy Spirit. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6a. 

HELLWALD (Baron F. von). 
The Russians in Central 
Asia. A Critical Examination, 
down to the present time, of the 
Geography and History of Central 
Asia. Translated by Lieut. -Col. 
Theodore Wirgman, LL.B. Laree 
post 8vo. with Map. Cloth, 
price i2s. 

HELVIG (M^jor H.). 
The Operations of the Ba- 
varian Arniy Corps. Translated 
by Captain G. S. Schwabe. With 
Five large Maps. In 2 vols. Demy 
8va Cloth, price 34J. 

Tactical Examples : Vol. I. 

The Battalion, price 15*. Vol. 1 1. The 
Regiment and Brigade, price los. 6d. 
Translated from the German by Col. 
Sir Lumley Graham. With numerous 
Diagrams. Demy 8vo. Cloth. 
HERFORD (Brooke). 
The Story of Religion in 

England. A Book for Young Folk. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5;. 

HEWLETT (Henry G.). 
A Sheaf of Verse. Fcap. 

8vo. Cloth, price 3;. 6d. 
HINTON (James). 
Life and Letters of. Edited 

by Ellice Hopkins, with an Introduc- 
tion by Sir W. W. Gull, Bart., and 
Portrait engraved on Steel by C. H. 
Jeens. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, 8j. 6d. 

The Place of the Physician. 

To which is added Essays on thb 
Law of Human Life, and on thb 
Relation between Organic and 
Inorganic Worlds. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Qoth, price 3;. 6</. 



u ILLutlialUHU. I vdIe. Second 
Edilion. Cniwn B>a. Cloth, pike 



The Questions of Aural 

Sureery. With Ulaitrallou, 3 vols. 
Put Svo. C'lolh, price in. &£ 
H. J. C. 



Pictiin 



c EfTect 



Small c 



*ulhofof". 



HOCKLEY (W. B.). 
Talcs of the Zenana ; or, 

-\S 

ace by Lotd ^tuttUty of Alder- 
ley. 1 voU. CiowB Svo. Clolh, 

PanduTang Hari; or, Me- 

iDoin of I Hindoo. A Tale of 
Mahntu Ufe tixly vcbtb ieq. With 
■ Preface by Su H. ffanle E. 
Frere, G.C.S. I.. &t New and 
Cheaper Edittart.Cnjwn8vo. Quth. 

HOFFBAUER (Capt.). 
The German Artillery in 
the Battles near Men. Ba«d 
on [he official reporu of the Genaao 
Artillery. TranaLaled by Cupl. E. 
O. HijliH. With Map and Plms. 
DemyBvo. Clolh, imce Jll. 

HOLMES (E. Q. A.]. 
Poems. Fcap. Svo. CloiL, 

HOLROVD (Major W. R. M,). 
Tas-hil ul Kalam ; or, 

HinduKanimadeEaiy. trowB Svo. 
Qolh, pri«SJ. 
HOOPER (Mary). 
Liltla Dinners: How to 
Serve Ihem with Elee 



Eleeance 

KDlE Ed. 




Cloth, p. 
HOOPEL. , 
The Hoi 



idWholu 
d EditioiL Crinm Bi 



*S (Ellice). 

Life and Letters of J: 

Hinton, with an InDDdacliwi 
W. W. Guli. Ban., and Pont.., 
Braved on Sleel ty C. H. J. 
Second Edition. Crown Sto. C 



byK 



difficulty. boabt.orDinTw Cnwa 
Svo. Second aod Rcvucd EdilloM 
aoih, price £(, 

HORNE (WitUaoi), U.A. 
Reason and Revelation . 
an Exaininalioa into the Nalnrvaod 
ConteDis of Scripture Revelation, ai 
compared wilh other Fditih of Truth. 
DemyBvo. Cloth, price lai. 

HORNER (The Miaaea). 
Walks in Florence. A New 
and thorouihly Revised Edition, i 



I. I.— Chirchec, Snuta, and 



HOWARD (Rev. G. B.). 
An Old Legend of St. 
Paul'a. Fcap. Svo. doth, price 
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HULL (Edmund C. P.). 
The European in India. 

With a Medical Guide for Anglo- 
Indians. By R, R, S. Mair, M.D., 
F. R. C. S. E. Third Edition, Revised 
and Corrected. Post 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 
HUMPHREY (Rev. W.). 
Mr. Fitzjames Stephen and 
Cardinal Bellarmine. DemySvo. 
Sewed^ price is. 

HUTCHISON (Lieut. Col. f!j.), 
and Capt.G. H. MACGREGOR. 
Military Sketching and Re- 
connaissance. With Fifteen Plates. 
Small 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. Being 
the first Volume of Military Hzind- 
books for Regimental Officers. Edited 
by Lieut.-Col. C. B. Brackenbury, 
1\.. A..f A,. A. \j. 

IGNOTUS. 
Culmshire Folk. A Novel. 

New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 
INCHBOLDO. W.). 
Annus Amoris. Sonnets. 

Foolscap 8vo. Cloth, price as. 6d. 
INGELOW (Jean). 
The Little Wonder-horn. 

A Second Series of " Stories Told to 
a Child." With Fifteen Illustrations. 
Small Bvo. Cloth, price zs. 6d. 

Indian Bishoprics. By an 

Indian Churchman. Demy Bvo. 6d, 

International Scientific 
Series (The).' 

I. Forms of Wftter : A Fami- 
liar Exposition of the Origin and 
Phenomena of Glaciers. By J. 
Tyndall, LL.D., F.R.S. With 25 
Illustrations. Seventh Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5* . 

II. Physics and Politics ; or. 

Thoughts on the Application of the 
Principles of " Natural Selection " 
and "Inheritance" to Political So- 
ciety. By Walter Bagehot. Fourth 
Edition. Crown Bvo. Cloth, price 4*. 

III. Foods. Bv Edward Smith, 
M.D., LL.B., F.R.S. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. Fifth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5J. 

IV. Mind and Body: The Theo- 
ries of their Relation. By Alexander 
Bain, LL.D. With Four Illustra- 
tions. Sixth Edition. Crown Bvo. 
Cloth, price \s. 



International Scientific 
Series (The)— continued. 

V. The Study of Sociology. 

By Herbert Spencer. SeventhEdiUon. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price $s. 

VI. On the Conservation of 
Energy. By Balfour Stewart, M. A., 
LL. D. , F. R. S. With 14 Illustrations. 
Fifth Edition. Crown Z\o. Cloth, 
price sj. 

VII. ^ Animal Locomotion ; or, 

Walking, Swimming, and Flying. 
By J. B. Pettigrew, M.D., F.R.S., 
etc. With 130 Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ss. 

VIII. Responsibility in Mental 
Disease. By Henry Maudsley, 
M. D. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price ss. 

IX. The New Chemistry. By 
Professor J. P. Cooke, of the Har- 
vard University. With 31 Illustra 
tions. Fourth Edition. Crown Bvo. 
Cloth, price $s. 

X. The Science of Law. By 
Professor Sheldon Amos. Third 
Edition. Crown Bvo. Cloth, price 5^. 

XI. Animal Mechanism. A 
Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial 
Locomotion. ^ By Professor E. J. 
Marey. With 117 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown Bvo. Cloth, 
price 5^. 

XII. The Doctrine of Descent 
and Darwinism. By Professor Os- 
car Schmidt (Strasburg University). 
With 26 Illustrations. Third Edi- 
tion. Crown Bvo. Cloth, price $s. 

XIII. The History of the Con- 
flict bet^veen Religion and Sci- 
ence. By J. W. Draper, M.D., 
LL.D. Eleventh Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price $s. 

XIV. Fungi ; their Nature, In- 
fluences, Uses, &c. By M. C. 
Cooke, M.A., LL.D. Edited by 
the Rev. M. J. Berkeley, M.A., 
F. L. S. With numerous Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown Bvo. Qoth, 
price $s. 

XV. The Chemical Effects of 
Light and Photography. By Dr. 
Hermann Vogel (Polytechnic Aca- 
demy of Berlin). With 100 Illiistra- 
tions. Third and Revised Edition. 
Crown Bvo. Cloth, price 5*. 
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International Scientific 
Series (The) — continued. 

XVI. The Life and Growth of 
Language. By William Dwight 
Whitney, Professor of Sanskrit and 
Comparative Philology in Yale Col- 
lie, New Haven. Second Edition. 
Crovm 8vo. Cloth, price 

XVII. Money and the Mecha- 
nism of Exchange. By W. Stan- 
ley Tevons, M.A., F.R.S. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 

XVIII. The Nature of Light : 
With a General Account of Physical 
Optics. By Dr. Eugene Lommel, 
Professor of Physics m the Univer- 
sity of Erlangen. With 188 Illustra- 
tions and a table of Spectra in Chro- 
mo-lithography. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 

XIX. Animal Parasites and 
Messmates. By Monsieur Van 
Beneden, Professor of the University 
of Louvain, Correspondent of the 
Institute of France. With 83 Illus- 
trations. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5* . 

XX. Fermentation. By Professor 
SchQtzenberger, Director of the 
Chemical laboratory at the Sor- 
bonne. With 28 Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XXI. The Five Senses of Man. 
By Professor Bernstein, of the Uni- 
versity of Halle. With oi Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5*. . 

XXII. The Theory of Sound in 
its Relation to Music. By Pro- 
fessor Pietro Blasema, of the Royal 
University of Rome. With numerous 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XXIII. Studies in Spectrum 
Analysis. By J . Norman Lockyer. 
F.R.S. With SIX photographic Il- 
lustrations of Spectra, and numerous 
engravings on wood. Crown 8vo. 
Second Edition. Cloth, price 6; . 6d. 

Forthcoming Volumes, 

Prof. W. KiNGDON Clifford, M.A. 
TTie First Principles of the Exact 
Sciences explained to the Non-ma- 
thematicaL 



International Scientific 
Series (The). 

Forthcoming Vols, — continued, 

W. B. Carpenter, LL.D., F.R.S. 
The Physical Geography of the Sea. 

Sir John Lubbock, Bart., F.R.S. 
On Ants and Bees. 

Prof. W. T. Thiselton Dyer, B. A., 
B. Sc. Form and Habit in Flowering 
Plants. 

Prof. Michael Foster, M.D. Pro- 
toplasm and the Cell Theory. 

H. Charlton Bastian, M.D., 
F.R.S. The Brain as an Organ of 

Mind. 

Prof. A. C. Ramsay, LL.D., F.R.S. 
Earth Sculpture : Hills, Valleys, 
Mountains, Plains, Rivers, Lakes ; 
how they were Produced, and how 
they have been Destroyed. 

P. Bert (Professor of Physiology, 
Paris). Forms of Life and other 
Cosmical Conditions. 

Prof. T. H. Huxley. The Crayfish : 
an Introduction to the Study of 
Zoology. 

The Rev. A Secchi, D.J., late 
Director of the Observatory at Rome. 
The Stars. 

Prof. J. Rosenthal, of the Univer- 
sity of Erlangen. General Physiology 
of Muscles and Nerves. 
Prof. A. de Quatrefages, Membre 
de rinstitut. The Human Race. 

Prof. Thurston. The Steam En- 
gine. With numerous Engravings. 

Francis Galton, F.R.S. Psycho- 
metry. 

J. W. JuDD, F.R.S. The Laws of 
Volcanic Action. 

Prof. F. N. Balfour. The Em- 
bryonic Phases of Animal Life. 

J. LuYS, Physician to the Hospice 
de la Salp^trifere. The Brain and its 
Functions. With Illustrations. 

Dr. Carl Semper. Animals and 
their Conditions of Existence. 

Prof. Wurtz. Atoms and the 
Atomic Theory. 

George J. Romanes, F.L.S. Ani- 
mal Intelligence. 

Alfred W. Bennett. A Hand- 
book of Cryptogamic Botany. 
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Xait. CrovraBvo. Clolli, price ji. 

JACOB (MBJ.-Ccn. Sir G. Le 
Grand), Kyc.S.I., C.B. 
Western India Before and 
durtnj the Mutinies. Picm™ 
drawn from lift. Sii[:ond Edition. 
Crt.«n 8vo. Clolh. price «. 6rf. 

JENKINS (E.) and RAYMOND 

A Legal Handbook for 
Architects, Builders, and Build- 
ing OWDers. Second Edition Se- 
viied. Crown 8»o. Cloih, price 6i. 
JENKINS (Rev. R. C), H.A. 
The Privilege of Peter and 
Ilia ClaiDit of Ihe Ronmn Church 
coidronled with the Scnptures, the 



R^el : Her Life and 
tera. With a Portrait from ine 
Painlina by DalBnger. Squaie post 
8vo, Cloth, price ^s. W, 
JEVONS (W. Stanley), M.A,, 
F.R.S. 

Money and the Mechanism 
of Exi ■ - . - ■■-■ 

._._BieXVII.ol 
Scientific Series. 
JONES (Lucy). 



lidered. Crown avo.Cloth.price ^t.td. 
KBR (David). 
The Boy Slave in Bokhara. 

A Tale of Central Asia. Withlllus- 



tiSVi , 



FlowersandtheirUnbidden 

Guests. TrantlHlion edited hyW. 
Oot-B. M.A,, M.D., and a prefa 



KlDD(loBeph), M.D. 

The Laws of Therapeutics, 

or, the Science and An of Medicine. 

Crown 8to. Cioth, priee 6l. 
KINAHAN(C. Henry), M.R.I. A., 

&c., of her Majesty's Geological 

Survey, 

Manual of the Geology of 

Ireland. With 8 Plates, 26 Wood- 

kKIg '(Alice). 

A Cluster of Lives. Crown 

8V0. Cloth, price 71. 6d. 
KINO (Mrs. Hamilton). 

The Disciples. A Poem. 



Third Editi( 



with s 



Aspromonte, and other 
Poetns. Second Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 41. «J. 
KING5LEY (Charles), M.A. 
Letters and Memories of 
his Life. Edited by his Wife. 
With fl Steel engraved Portraits and 
numerons lUuurationi on Wood, and 
a Facumile of his Handwriting. 
ThiKeenth Edition, s vols., demy 
Svo. Doth, price 361. 
All Saints' Day and other 
Sennans. Second Edition, Crown 
Svo. Cloth 71. W, 
True Words for Brave 
Men: a Book for Soldiers' and 
Sailors' Libraties. Crown Bvo. Cloth, 

Letters to Young Men on 

Belting and Gambling. Svo. iewcd, 

K^IoAt (AfF."c.). 
Poems, Fcap Svo, Cloth, 

L^O^b AIRE. (Rev. P»te). 

Life : Conrerenc:es delivered 
at Toulouse. A New and Cheaper 
Edition. CrownGvo. Ooth.pricesf.fi^. 

Lady of Lipari (The). 
A Poem in Three Cantos. Fc^. 
8vo. Oolh, price «. 

LAIRD-CLOWES(W,). 
Love's Rebellion ; a Poem. 



Lad£k. With nun 



vo. Cloth, 7.. W. 
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LAURIE (J. S.). 
Educational Course of 
Secular School Books for India : 
The First Hindustani 
Reader. StiflFlinen wrapper, price 6</. 

The Second Hindustani 

Reader. StiflF linen wrapper, price 6^. 

The Oriental (English) 
Reader. Book I., ijrice td. ; II., 
price "j^d. ; III., price 9^/. ; IV., 
price \5. 

Geography of India ; with 

Maps and Historical Appendix, 
tracing the Growth of the British 
Empire in Hindustan. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price ij. td. 

LAYMAN N (Capt.). 
The Frontal Attack of 

Infantry. Translated by Colonel 
Edward Newdigate. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price ay. €d, 

Lr. D. S. 

Letters from China and 
Japan. With Illustrated Title-page. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ^5. td. 

LEANDER (Richard). 

Fantastic Stories. Trans- 
lated from the German by Paulina 
B. Granville. With Eight full-page 
Illustrations by M. E. Fraser-Tytler. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price $5. 

LEE (Rev. F. G.), D.C.L. 
The Other World; or, 

Glimpses of the Supernatural. 2 vols. 
A New Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 15^. 

LEE (Holme). 

Her Title of Honour. A 

Book for Girls. New Edition. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 5^ . 

LENOIR (J.). 

Fayoum ; or, Artists in Egypt. 
A Tour with M. G^rome and others. 
With 13 Illustrations. A New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 3^. td, 

LEWIS (Mary A.). 

A Rat with Three Tales. 

With Four Illustrations by Catherine 
F.Frere. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 



LOCKER (F.). 
London Lyrics. A New and 

Revised Edition, with Additions and 
a Portrait of the Author. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, elegant, price dr. 

Also, an Edition for the People. 
Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price aj. td. 

LOCKYERQ. Norman), F.R.S. 

Studies in Spectrum Ana- 
lysis ; with six photographic illus- 
trations of Spectra, and numerous 
engravings on wood. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6*. M, 
Vol. XXIII. of the International 
Scientific Series. 

LOMMEL (Dr. E.). 

The Nature of Light : With 

a General Account of Physical Optics. 
Second Edition. With jSS Illustra- 
tions and a Table of Spectra in 
Chromo-lithography. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Volume XVIII. of The Interna- 
tional Scientific Series. 

LORIMER (Peter), D.D. 

John Knox and the Church 
of England : His Work in her Pulpit, 
and his Influence upon her Liturgy, 
Articles, and Parties. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price" I2J. 

John Wiclif and his 
english Precursors, by Gerhard 
Victor Lechler. Translated from 
the German, with additional Notes. 
2 vols. Demy Svo. Cloth, price ax*. 

LOTHIAN (Roxburghe). 
Dante and Beatrice from 

. xoSs to 1290. A Romance. 3 vols. 
Post Svo. Cloth, price 24J. 

LOVER (Samuel), R.H.A. 

The Life of Samuel Lover, 

R. H. A. ; Artistic, Literary, and 
Musical. With Selections firom his 
Unpublished Papers and Correspon- 
dence. By Bayle Bernard. 3 vols. 
With a Portrait. Post Svo. Cloth, 
price 2if. 

LUCAS (Alice). 

Translations from the 
V^orks of German Poets of the 
xSth and xgth Centuries. Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price 5^. 
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LYONS (R. T.)> Surg.-M^j. Ben- 
gal Army. 

A Treatise on Relapsing 
Fever. PostSvo. Qoth, price 7*. 6</. 

MACAULAY (J.), M.A., M.D., 
Edin. 
The Truth about Ireland: 

Tours of Observation in 1872 and 
1875. With Remarks on Irish Public 
Questions. Being a Second Edition 
of *' Ireland in 1872," with a New 
and Supplementary Preface. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price y. td, 

MAC CLINTOCK (L.}. 
Sir Spangle and tne Dingy 

Hen. Illustrated. Square crown 
8vo.« price 2f. td. 

MAC DONALD (Q.). 
Malcolm. With Portrait of 
the Author engraved on Steel. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Price 6a. 

The Marquis of Lossie. 

Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price ds, 

St. George and St. Michael. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, 6*. 
MAC KENNA (S. J.). 
Plucky Fellows. A Book 
for Boys. With Six Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Cro^^-n 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3«. td. 

At School with an Old 
Dragoon. With Six Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

MACLACHLAN (A. N. C), M.A. 
William Augustus, Duke 

of Cumberland : being a Sketch of 
his Military Life and Character, 
chiefly as exhibited in the General 
Orders of His Royal Highness, 
1745 — X747. With Illustrations. Post 
8vo. Cloth, price 15J. 

MACNAUGHT (Rev. John). 
Coena Domini: An Essay 
on the Lord's Supper, its Primi- 
tive Institution, Apostolic Uses, 
and Subsequent History. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 14^. 

MAGNUSSON (Eirikr), M.A.» 
and PALMER (E.H.), M.A. 

iohan Ludvig Runeberg's 
yrical Songs, Idylls and Epi- 
grams. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 5^. 



MAIR (R. S.), M.D., F.R.C.S.E. 
The Medical Guide for 
Anglo-Indians. Being a Compen- 
dium of Advice to Europeans in 
India, relating to the Preservation 
and Regulation of Health. With a 
Supplement on the Management of 
Children in India. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. Limp clolli, price 3J. td. 

MALDEN (H. E. and E. E.) 

Princes and Princesses. 

Illustrated. Small crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 2J. td. 

MANNING (His Eminence Car- 
dinal). 

Essays on Religion and 
Literature. By various Writers. 
Third Series. Demy Svo. Cloth, 
price xos. 6d, 

The Independence of the 

Holy See, with an Appendix con- 
taining the Papal Allocution and a 
translation. Cr. Svo. Cloth, price 5^ . 

The True Story of the 
Vatican Council. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 5^ . 

MAREY rE. J.). 

Animal Mechanics. A 

Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial 
Locomotion. With 117 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 5J. 

Volume XI. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

MARRIOTT (Mi^.-Gen. W. P.), 
C.S.I. 

A Grammar of Political 
Economy. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

Master Bobby : a Tale. By 

the Author of " Christina North." 
With Illustrations by E. H. Bell. 
Extra fcap. Svo. Cloth, price ^s.Sd. 

MASTERMAN (J.). 
Worth Waiting for. A New 

Novel. 3 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 

Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

With a Frontispiece. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 3^ . 6d. 

MAUDSLEY (Dr. H.). 
Responsibility in Mental 
Disease. Third Edition. Crown 
Svo. Ci^oth, price 5* . 

Volume VIII, of The International 
Scientific Series. 



MAUGHAN (W. C). 
The Alps of Arabia; or, 

Tnvtlfi ihrLiiiBh EgjiJl, Sinai, Ara- 
bia- and the Holy l^ril. Wiih Map. 
SscDnd Ediiioo, DemySvo. Clolh, 

Ltvea of EDgltBta Poptllai 



CAGTLL Citjwn Hvg. 

Maiiiini (Joseph). 
A Memoir. By E. ' 
PholDgraphic Portraii 



:1. AiiistoryofFaihc 
» VL,I. with f ^D^lii|I>et 



CIolli, 



MICKLETHWAITE (J. T.), 
Modem Parish Churches : 

Their Plan, Design, and Ifumiture. 
CrowH Bvo. ClolS, price 71. 6rf. 
MIDDI,ETON (The Lady). 
Ballads. Square l6mo. Cloth, 

price 3J. 6d. 
MILLSR (Edward). 
The HistOT? and DoctrincB 

or IrvlngiBm ; or. Ihe Hxallid Ca- 
lhalii:andApinIolict;huti:h. ivuLi. 

UII.I.ER IRobEft), 
The Romance of Love. 



UlLNE (James). 
Tables of Exchange for ihe 

Conver^on of Slerlm- Monev ini.. 
Indian and Ceyl^ 



".g/S^"^'? 



KB. Second EdiTiL_. , 

. aolh. price £.ai. 

T (St. CioTEc). F.R.8. 
Contemporary Evolution : 

Ab Esuy on tome recent SociaJ 
Cbineci. Poit Svo. Cloth, price 



HOCKLER (E.). 
A Grammar of the Baloo- 
cbec LanEfaEB. a« it is spoken ~ 
Maliran (indent IMtoiiafTln tl 
Poraii-Aiabic and Komi ' 




MOFFAT (Roberi'Htottj. 
The Economy of ConBuinp>^ 

tion; an OmitiedChapteri- "-'■-'— •* 

Eeonomj', with iMcial n ., 

[he (Ineitiont cpf Conin«HMl CritH 
and the Policy DfThulB Unioni; and 
■■~-'-°— "BwtofiheTheoriMof Adam 
ofdo, J. S. MIU, Fa«c 
ly Bvo. Ooth, price tB 
The Principles of « Tim 







:iini of Ihe Theories of Kicania 
atidj. S. Mill on Rem, Value, atid 
Cmi at Prnduction. Demy gvo. 
Chith, price }!.&/. 

niOI.TKE (Field- Hanhal Van). 
Letters from Russia. 
Translated by Robina Napier. 
Crown Bvo. Clolh. price 6f. 

MOORE (Rev. D.), M.A, 
Christ and His Church. 
Ily the Author of "llie Age and [he 
CoBpt]," &c. Crown 8vo. Clolh, 

t^R^<E, Jasper). 
Under the BalkanB. Notes 

of a Visit 10 the District of Fhilip- 
popolis in iSjS. With a Map and 
J I lustration:, from PholocTaphL 
CiownivD. Cloth, price Ci. 
MOREl-LfJ. H.), 

Euclid Simplified in Me- 
thod and Langaage. Iteiiu a_ 
MaouaJ of Geometry. Comptled m»ft j 

approved by the Uninnaty _. 
imd Ibe Miniuer of Pub& tl 
lion. Fcap,STO, aolh,prii 

MORICE (Rev. F. D-l. I 

The Olympian and Pythian 4 
OdeaofPindai. AN-" '- ■ 
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MORLEY (Susan)— amiiHued, 
Margaret Chetwynd. A 

Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth- 

MORSE (E. S.), Ph.D. 

. First Book of J^oology. 

With numerous Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

MORSHEAD (E. D. A.) 
The Agamemnon of ^s- 

chylus. Translated into English 
verse. With an Introductory Essay^ 
Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 5*. 

MUSGRAVE (Anthony). 
Studies in Political Eco 
nomy. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

NAAKE (J. T.). 
Slavonic Fairy Tales. 

From Russian, Servian, Polish, and 
Bohemian Sources. With Four Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5; . 

NEWMAN (J. H.), D.D. 
Characteristics from the 
Writings of. Being Selections 
from his various Works. Arranged 
with the Author's personal approval. 
Third Edition. With Portrait. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 
%* A Portrait of the Rev. Dr. J. H. 
Newman, mounted for framing, can 
be had, price 2s. 6d. 

NEW WRITER (A). 
Songs of Two Worlds. 

Third Edition. Complete in one 
volume with Portrait. Fcap. Svo. 
Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

The Epic of Hades. Fourth 

and finally revised Edition. ^ Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price js. 6d. 

NICHOLAS (Thomas), Ph. D., 
F.G.S. 
The Pedigree of the English 

People: an Argument, Historical 
and Scientific, on the Formation and 
Growth of the Nation, tracing Race- 
admixture in Britain from the earliest 
times, with especial reference to the 
incorporation of the Celtic Abori- 
gines. Fifth edition. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price i6f. 

NICHOLSON (Edward B.), Li- 
brarian of the London Institution. 

The Christ Child, and other 
Poems. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 
4^. 6d. 



NOAKE (Major R. Compton). 
The Bivouac ; or, Martial 
Lyrist, with an Appendix — Advice to 
the Soldier. Fcap. Svo. Price 5^.6^. 

NOBLE (J. A.). 

The Pelican Papers. 

Reminiscences and Remains of a 
Dweller in the Wilderness. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

NORMAN PEOPLE (The). 

The Norman People, and 

their Existing Descendants in the 
British Dominions and the United 
States of America. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 21s. 

NORRIS (Rev. Alfred). 
The Inner and Outer Life 

Poems. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Northern Question (The) ; 
Or, Russia's Policy in Turkey un- 
masked. Demy Svo. Sewed, pnce xf. 

Notes on Cavalry Tactics, 

Organization, &c. By a Cavalry 
Officer. With Diagrams. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price X2S. 

NOTREGE (John), A.M. 
The Spiritual Function of 
a Presbyter in the Church of 
England. Crown Svo. Cloth, red 
edges, price 3J. 6d. 

O'BRIEN (Charlotte G.). 
Light and Shade. 2 vols. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, gilt tops, price 

12S. 

Oriental Spotting Magazine 
(The). 

A Reprint of the first 5 Volumes, 
in 2 Volumes. Demy Svo. Cloth, 
price qZs. 

Our Increasing Military Dif- 
ficulty, and one Way of Meeting it 
Demy Svo. Stitched, price xs, 

PAGE (Capt. S. F.). 
Discipline and Drill. Cheaper 

Edition. Crown Svo. Price is. 

PALGRAVE, (W. Gifford). 
Herrrann Agha ; An Eastern 
Narrative. ^ Third and Cheaper Edi- 
tion. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6*. 

PANDURANG HARI ; 

Or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. 

With an Introductory Preface by Sir 
H. Bartle E. Frere, G.C.S.I., C.B. 
Crown Sva Price 6s, 




Echoes of a Famous Year. 
Crown Svo. Cloih, pries is. id. 
PARELOE Qoaeiih), 
Our Railways : Skelches, 
Historical and D&criptiw. Wiih 



PAUL. (C. Keean). 
Goethe's F«ust, A 

Tianilukm in Rims. Croi 



Edited, with k freTUE. by C 
Kegin PiuL Ciuwn 8va. Cloth. 

Paul (MirgBrsl Agnes). 
Oentle and Simple : A Story. 



Education. 



A Visit to Geiman Schools ; 
Elementaiy SchooU in Qer- 
many, NsUsofsPrDfESHaaalTour 
to inspecl aome t^ the Kindergartens. 
FVimary Si^hods. Pv^b GirU 
Sdioob. and Schouli for Technical 
lnslnii:t[an in Hamburgtl, Berlin, 
Dresden, Weimar, Gollik, Eisenach, 
InlheautiunnofiSj^. W[lh CHlica] 
DiKoiEiDDS of the GEnend Principle 
and Praclice of Kiitdergarleni and 
other Schemci of Elementary Edu- 
cadon. CVawa Svd. Cloth, price 



PELLETAN (E.). 
The Desert Pastor, Jei 

Jarouaaeaii. TraaiUied from Iha 



PENNEl.L.{K. Cholmondeley). 
Pegasus Res addled. Bj 

llie Author of " Pucic DB Peguui," 



PENRICE (Maj. J.), B.A. 
A Dictionary and Glossaiy 

oftheKo-rwi. With cnpious Gnni- 



id Eiplju 



PERCIVAL (Rev. P.). 
Tamil Proverbs, with Iheii 
English TranilaClon. Cont^nmE 
iinwartl! of Six Thonund Proverbs. 
Third Edition. DemySvo. Sewsd, 



Animal Locomotion ; or. 
Walking, Swiraming. and Fl^nje- 
With ija lllustraiioiu. Second Edi- 
ion, CroiMiBYo. Cloth, price V. 

Volume Vn.ofThe InttmaiioiMil 
Sclent ilic Seriet. 
PFEIFFER (Emily). 
Glan Alarch: His Silence 



Other Poems. Stcond Edilion. 
Cro« n B.o. Cloth, price 6i. 
Poems. Croira 8vo. Clolh, 
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PIGGOT (J.), F.S.A., F.R.G.S. 
Persia — Ancient and Mo- 
dern. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 10s. 6d. 

PLAYFAIR (Lieut. - Col.). Her 
Britannic Majesty's Consul-General 
in Algiers. 

Travels in the Footsteps of 
Bruce in Algeria and Tunis. 
Illustrated by facsimiles of Brace's 
original Drawings, Photographs, 
Maps, &c. Royal 4to. Cloth, 
bevelled boards, gilt leaves, price 

POOR (Henry V.). 

Money and its Laws, em- 
bracing a History of Monetary 
Theories and a History of the Cur- 
rencies of the United States. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 21*. 

POUSHKIN (A. S.). 
Russian Romance. 

Translated from the Tales of Belkin, 
etc. By Mrs. J. Buchan Telfer (n^g 
Mouravieff). Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price js. 6a, 

POWER (H.). 

Our Invalids : How shall 
^ve Employ and Amuse Them ? 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price iS. 6d, 

POWLETT (Lieut. N.), R.A. 

Eastern Legends and 
Stories in English Verse. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 

PRESBYTER. 
Unfoldings of Christian 

Hope. An Essay showing that the 
Doctrine contained in the Damna- 
tory Clauses of the Creed commonly 
called Athanasian is unscripturaf. 
Small crown Svo. Cloth, price 4^. 6^. 

PRICE (Prof. Bonamy). 

Currency and Banking. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6*. 

Chapters on Practical Poli- 
tical Economy. Being the Sub- 
stance of Lectures delivered before 
the University of Oxford. Lai^e 
post Svo. Cloth, price xu. 






PROCTOR (Richard A.), B.A. 
Our Place among Infinities. 

A Series of Essays contrasting our 
little abode in space and time with 
the Infinities around us. To which 
are added Essays on ** Astrology," 
and"The Jewish Sabbath." Third 
Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 
6s. 

.The Expanse of Heaven. 

A Series of Essays on the Wonders 
of the Firmament. ^ With a Frontis- 
piece. Third Edition. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

Proteus and Amadeus. A 

Correspondence. Edited by Aubrey 
DeVere. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5;. 
PUBLIC SCHOOLBOY. 
The Volunteer, the Militia- 
man, and the Regular Soldier. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Punjaub (The) and North 

Western Frontier of India. By an 
old Punjaubee. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 5s. 

RAM (James). 

The Philosophy of War. 

Small Crown Svo. Cloth, price 3* . 6cl. 
READ (Carveth). 

On the Theory of Log^c : 

An Essay. Crown Svo. Cloth, 

price 6s. 

REANEY (Mrs. G. S.). 
Blessing and Blessed ; a 

Sketch of Giri Life. With a frontis- 
piece. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Waking and Working ; or, 
from Girlhood to Womanhood. 
With a Frontispiece. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 5^ . 

Sunshine Jenny and other 

Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 
i6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d. 

Sunbeam Willie, and other 
Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 
i6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d. 

RHOADES (James). 
Timoleon. A Dramatic Poem. 
Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

RIBOT (Prof. Th.). 
English Psychology. Se- 
cond Edition. A Revised and Cor- 
rected Translation from the latest 
French Edition. Laxge post 8va 
Cloth, price 9r. 



r 



HINK{Ch«VBlierDr. Hinry). 
Greenland : Its People and 
its Products. By the CliiiviJIor 
Dr. HiiKKV Rink, PrssidenL of the 



I. 1 vols., uniform with the Su- 
moin. With Sl«l Portrait. Crown 
S«>. Cloth, price 71. &£ 

II. Library Edition, in D^y Bvo., 
wiih Two Steel Fortmits Clolh 



Ctown Bvo. Cloth, pvicc 6s. 
Sermons. Four Series. Small 
crownSvo, gplh, price jj. M ench. 
EHposilory Lectures on 



md Addresses, 



' A Portml of the 




ROBINSON (A, Mary F.). 
A Handful of Honey- L 

RODWELL (G. F.), F.R.A.B: 



ROSS{Mra. B.).(-NelrieB™]i'7 
Daddy's Pet. A Sketoh 
from Humhle Life, Wild Six Illiu- 
tiations. Roj-al n!mo, Clolh, price 



RUTHERFORD (John). 
The Secret History of 
Fonian Con.piracy; fu ft 
Object>^, and Ramiliuitiaiu. 
Ppstavo. Qoth, price .gf, 

SADLER (8. W.), R.N, 
The African Cruiser. 
Mid!hipniBii's Adt 
West Co«st. Wir 
lionE. SkoiuJ Edi 
Cloth, ■ 




h 'nu« Itlus 



SAMASOW(Q.). 
For Sceptre and Crown. A 
" -' " P™«nt Tinw. 



Tranilnte 



by F 



aoth, price is». 
SAUNDERS (KatheHnc). 
Gideon's Rock, nnd otiier 

Slurics. CrawnBra. Clolh, price fij. 
Joan Merry weather.anc] other 
Stories. Crown Bvo. Cloib. price (if. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
A Story .of the Sea. Ctown Hro. 

SAUNDERS (John). 
Israel Mort, Overman : 
Crown Bvo. 
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SAUNDERS (JohD)-fmt/KK«f. 

Abel Drake's Wife. With 

FroDlispiecc. Crown Svo. diKh, 

prite v W. 

Cheap Edition. Willi Frantis- 

SCHE'lL (M*!!]. von). 
The Operations of the 
FirU Army under Ocn. Voa 
eocbep. Traniilatcd by Col. C. H. 

Tw. ClSh.'prict'Ji. ''^' ™''' 
The Operations of the 
Pint Army under Qen. Von 
StBinmetE. Ttsnslaud by Capuin 
E._ O. HoUiM. Demy Svo. Clolh. 

SCHEI.LEt4D0BF, (Hi^.-Qen. 

B. von). ^ 

The Duties of the General 
Slaff, Translated from the German 
ty Lieotenanl Hare. Vol. 1. Demy 
81D. Cloth, lot. 6d. 
SCHERFF (Maj. W. von). 
Studies in the New In- 
funtnr Tactic*. Pans 1. and II. 
Translated from die Gennao by 
Colonel Lumley Graham. Demy 

SCHMIDT '(Prof. Oacar). 

The Doctrine of Descent 

and DarwlnJam. Wkb 36 Illus- 
trations. Third Edition. Crown 

Volume ifl^"^^ iDWnational 

Scienlilic Series. 

8 C H ii T ZE N BE RGE R {Prof. F .). 

Fermentation. With Nu- 

is. Second Edition. 






ivo. Cloth...... 

leXX. ofThelnti 



rick). 



Tbe Dream and the Deed, 

and other Poems. Fcap. Svo. amh, 

afoT-ffW. T,). 
Antiquities of an Essex 
Pariah ; 0^ P:«es from ihe History 
of Great Dunmow. Crovn Bvo 
Cloth, price ji. Sewed, 41, 

BCOTT (Robert H.). 
Weather Charts and Storm 
Warnlngg. Illustrated. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 31. bd. 

Seeking his Fortune, and 



u Cro. 



iSvo. Clolh,price3>. 6if. 



SENIOR (N. W.}. 
Alexis De Tocqueville. 

iSu. Edited by M, CM. Simpson. 
9vols. l4rEepostSvo.Clotb,price3if. 
- lis Kept in Prafice 



J?: 



IDd Italy 

With a Sketch oTth 
1B1S. Edited by bi: 



184S t< 



, . Post'llvi>; 

Cloth, price 341. 
Seven Autumn Leaves from 
Fairyland. Illuitraled wilb Nina 
Etchings. Square crown Bvo. Cloth, 

S^D^Em'eM), P.S.S. 
The Pall in the Price of 

ces. and their Pos^ble Avoidance, 
with Special Reference to Indiiu 
Demy Svo. Sewed, price M. 6it 
SHACWELI, (Maj. -Qen.), C.B. 
Mountain Warfare. Illus- 

traled by the Camf ' 



of the £ 



a TnuulBlioa 



.'ks of the Archduke Charlei, 

fomini, and other!. Also of Notes 
y General H. Dufour on the Cam- 
paign of the Valtellineio 163;. With 
Appendix, Maps, and Introductory 
Remarks. Demy gvo. Cloth, pnce i6j. 
SKAKSPEARB (Charles), 
Saint Paul at Athens: 

Spritual Chrislianily In Relation to 
Aspects of Mwlem Thought. 

ne *Parl:.' 



■ ■ Churcl 



Fabkab. Crown Svo. ( 
SHAW (Flor» L.). 



Story of 



c Sourcea. With ^low 
irsl printed) an Essay on Christian- 
ly by PercyBysshe Shelley. With 
'onrail. Third Edition. CrowB 



War. By Himself. 1 vols. 
Map. Demy Svo Cloth, pr 
Cchrigkt EtfUsh Ediiitn. 



SHtLLITO(Rev.Joieph). 
Womanhood : its Duties, 



SMITH (Edward), H.D., LUB., 
F.E.S. 
Health and Disease, as la- 

Olhel Cyclual Chane» in the Human 
System, ANe* Edition. PoslB«o. 
Clolti, price 7J. 6,£ 



Practical Dietai 



Tubercular Consumption 
In it> Early and Remediable 
Slaees. Second EditioD. Crowa 
E>a. Cloth, price 6i. 
SMITH (Hubert). 
Tent Life with English 
Gipsies in Norway. Wiih I^ve 

stnafic? "lllu^^™ °by Whyiii^ 
aDdolhen. and Haporthe Co 




Songs for Music. 

By Four Fritnds. 

— ... s "-■B- ^y Relpnald cw 

Gaily, Stephen H. GaRy. Grevilla 

SPENCER (Herbert,. 
The Study of Sociology. 



ioloey. Tji 

;er. A'^* 
[uiitnud. ll 

- Cloth, 



in. Ciown 

VoJumc V, of The I 
Scieplific Seriei 
SPICER (H.). 

Otho's Death Wager. „ 

Dark Page Df History llluiitnud. 
In Five Ads. Fi " ~ ■ 

STAPLETON (Jolin). 

The Thames : A Poem. 

Crown 8vj. Cloth, price 6i. 
STEPHENS (Arctiibald John), 

The Folkestone Ritual 
Caae. Hie Substance o( tlui Ar«i 
ment delivered before the Judicut 
CommiuetofibePrivyCoonnl, "■ 
beliair of the Ktspondf— * 
Bvo. Clocii, price 6j, 

STEVBKSON (Rober 

An Inland Voyage. Widl 
Fionibpiece by Waller " ^ 
Cmwu gvo. Cloth, price jt. I 

STEVENSON (Rev. W. F.). 
Hymns for the Church and 
Home. SelecledandEdiledbylba 
Rev. W. Fleming SieveaHm. 
The most comjjete HymD Book 

The Hymn Book eonsiti of Threa 
Parts:— I. For Pobl' — 



_idPrimlBWiin 

or Children. 



•,- PuitiskiJiit 

frizes, tkj lutter TttnnHrfii 

viill'if /unar/icd m affli^tlm'A 
Mj Pitilhhers. ' 

STEWART(Frof.Balfout),H 
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STONE HEWER (A^nes). 

Monacella : A Legend of 

North Wales. A Poem. Fcap. 8yo. 

Cloth, price 3J. dd. 
STORR (Francis), and TURNER 

(Hawes). 

Canterbury Chimes ; or, 

Chaucer Tales retold to Children. 
With Illustrations from the EUes- 
mere MS. Extra Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3J. dd. 
STRETTON (Hesba). Author of 
"Jessica's First Prayer." 

Michel Lorio's Cross and 
other Stories. With Two Illustra- 
tions. Royal i6mo. Cloth, price if. 6<^. 
The Storm of Life. With 
Ten Illustrations. Twenty-firstThou- 
sand. Royal i6mo. CIoth,price \s. td. 

The Crew of the Dolphin. 

Illustrated. Fourteenth Thousand. 
Royal i6mo. Cloth, price xs. td. 
Cassy. Thirty-eighth Thou- 
sand. With Six Illustrations. Royal 
i6mo. Cloth, price \5. 6d. 

The King's Servants. 

Forl:y-third Thousand. With Eight 
lUuBtrations. Royal i6mo. Cloth, 
prioe IS. 6d 

Lost Gip. Fifty-ninth Thou- 
sand. With Six Illustrations. Royal 
i6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d. 
%* Also a handsomely bound Edi' 
turn, with Twelve Illustrations^ 
^rice zs. 6d. 

David Lloyd's Last Will. 
With Four Illustrations. Royal 
i6mo., price 2s. 6d. 

The Wonderful Life. 

Thirteenth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 2s. 6d. 
A Night and a Day. With 
Frontispiece. Twelfth Thousand. 
Royal i6mo. Limp cloth, price 6d. 
Friends till Death. With 
Illustrations and Frontispiece. 
Twenty-fourth Thousand. Royal 
x6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d.; limp 
cloth, price 6d. 

Two Christmas Stories. 

With Frontispiece. Twenty-first 
Thousand. Royal i6mo. Limp 
cloth, price 6d. 

Michel Lorio's Cross, and 
Left Alone. With Frontispiece. 
Fifteenth Thousand. Royal x6mo. 
Limp cloth, price 6d. 



STRETTON {Htiibi)— continued. 
Old Transome. With 

Frontispiece. Sixteenth Thousand. 
Royal T6mo. Limp cloth, price 6d, 

V Taken from "The King's 
Servants." 

The Worth of a Baby, and 
how Apple-Tree Court was 
^von. With Frontispiece. Nineteenth 
Thousand. Royal x6mo. Limp 
cloth, price 6d. 

Through a Needle's Eye : 

a Story. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
gilt top, price i2.r. 

STUBBS (Lieut.-Colonel F. W.) 
The Regiment of Beng^al 
Artillery. The History of its 
Organization, Equipment, and War 
Services. Compiled from Published 
Works, OfBcial Records, and various 
Private Sources. With numerous 
Maps and Illustrations! Two Vols. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 32*. 

STU MM '(Lieut. Hugo), German 
Military Attach^ to the Khivan Ex- 
pedition. 

Russia's advance East- 

^vard. Based on the Official Reports 
of. Translated by Capt. C. E. H. 
Vincent. With Map. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

SULLY (James), M.A. 
Sensation and Intuition. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 10*. 6d. 

Pessimism : a History and 
a Criticism. Demy 8vo. Price 14^. 

Sunnyland Stories. 

By the Author of "Aunt Mary's Bran 
Pie." Illustrated. Small Svo. Cloth, 
price 3f . 6d. 
Supernatural in Nature, The. 

AVerification by Free Use of Science. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price 14*. 

Sweet Silvery Sayings of 
Shakespeare. Crown Svo. cloth 
gilt, price "js. 6d. 

SYME (David). 
Outlines of an Industrial 

Science. Second Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Tales of the Zenana. 
By the Author of " Pandunmg 
Hari." 2 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 2 If. 




«s),C.S.I.. 

a Romance 



Pocket Volume Bdilioa.' I 

1] vols. In neat casi-, jfij. DW 1 
dillo. Eilia cla± gill, in cue, 4: ' 

The Guinea Edition of the 



Cloih. 

The Confessions of a Thug. 

Tara: a Mahratta Tale. 
CtownBvo. Clolh, price 6j. 
TBLP£R(J. Buchu), P.R.O.3., 
Commander R.N. 

The Crimea and Trans- 



ion. Ci«npl«t , . 

C[oth, pna £3 131. 6rf. ; in F 
hUTBh bmdlne, £t 71. 6J, 
Author's Edition. Complele 
in 6 Volumta. PoH Bva. Clolh Kill ; 
or half-morocco, Rutbaigh Hyle :— 

Vol. I. Early Poems, and 

EneliBh IdytU. Price Gi. ; Rox- 

burgh, ;i. 6^. 

Vol.. II. Locksley Hall, 

Lucretius, nnil othi 

Price 6(, i Rojibiirgh, jj 

Vol. HI. The : 
the King (rpw/A-Zf). 1 



The Shilling Edition of the 

Poclical and Dramatic Worfc<- '" " 

The Crown Edition. Com- 



Enoch Arden, 



Original Editions: 
Poeroa. Smail 8vo. <:iotb, 

Maud, ami other Pix 
SmalJ 8vo. CloIh, price 31, Go'. 
The Princess. Small Stow 
Cloth, price jj. fti 
Idylls of the Kitig. Snail 

8TO. Ooth, price SI. 

Idylls of the King. Com- 
plete. Small Bvo. Clolb, price 6». 
The Holy Giail, uid other 

rocms. Small 8vo. ClotK prfce 
II. 6rf. 

Gaieth and Lynette> Small 

Svo, Clolh, price 3J. 

Enoch Arden, &c. Snail 

Svo. Claili. price ji. W. 

In Memoriam. Sinill Svo. 



1 
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TBNNYSON {A\Sred)-continued 

Queen Mary. A Drama. 

New Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

Harold. A Drama. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Selections from Tenny- 
son's Works. Super royal i6mo. 
Cloth, price 3^. 6d. Cloth gilt extra, 
price 4^ . 

Songs from Tennyson's 

Works .^ Super royal i6mo. Cloth ' 
extra, price 3* . 6d. 

Also a cheap edition. x6mo. 
Cloth, price 2S. 6d. 

Idylls of the King, and 
other Poems. Illustrated by Julia 
Margaret Cameron. 3 vols. Folio 
H^f-bound morocco, cloth sides, 
price £6 6s. each. 

Tennyson for the Young and 

for Recitation. Specially arranged. 
Fcap. Svo. Price i*. 6d. 

Tennyson Birthday Book. 

Edited by Emily Shakespear. 32mo. 
Qoth limp, 2f . ; cloth extra, 3^. 

THOMAS (Moy). 
A Fight for Life. With 
Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price y. 6d. 

THOMPSON (Alice C). 
Preludes. A Vokime of 
Poems. Illustrated by Elizabeth 
Thompson (Painter of "The Roll 
Call "J. Svo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

THOMPSON (Rev. A. S.). 
IKome Words for Wan- 
derers. A Volume^ of Sermons. 
Ciown Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

THOMSON Q. Tumbull). 
Social Problems ; or, an In- 
quiry into the Law of Influences. 
With Diagrams. Demy Svo. Cloth, 
pri ce I or. 6d, 

Thoughts in Verse. 

Sn udl Crown Svo. Cloth, price xx. 6d. 

THJ^ING (Rev. Godfrey), B.A. 
H}rmns and Sacred Lyrics. 

Fc ap. Svo. Cloth, price 51. 

TODD (Herbert), M.A. 
Arvan ; or, The Story of the 
Si«ord. A Poem. Crown Sva Qoth, 
pri ce ^s. 6d, 



TODHUNTER (pr, J.) 
Laurella; and other Poems. 

Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s, 6d, 

TRAHERNE (Mrs. A.). 

The Romantic Annals of 
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